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CHAPTER     I. 

BACK    AT    ROSIA. 

*'  Be  patient  and  brave,  my  soul's  own. 
Within  a  week  or  two  I  will  follow  you 
out,  and  then  I  swear  nothing  shall  keep 
us  longer  apart." 

These  were  Frank's  last  words  to  Lola 
as  they  bade  farewell  on  board  the  steam- 
ship "  Malabar,"  and  for  days  they  rang  in 
her  ears  like  the  sweet  music  of  church-bells, 
cheering   her   with    the    bright   promise    they 

contained.     They   nerved  her,   moreover,    for 
VOL.  in.  A 
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this  next  meeting  with  her  grandfather,  to 
which  she  looked  forward  with  a  lively  dread. 
How  would  he  receive  her,  with  coldness 
or  with  eager  affection  ?  If  the  latter,  she 
might  forgive  him  perhaps  for  past  treachery 
and  rashness.  After  all,  this  terrible  visit 
to  England  had  proved  far  more  enjoyable 
than  she  had  believed  possible.  But  if  he 
were  still  unkind,  still  resolutely  determined 
to  forbid  Frank's  suit,  then  would  she  also 
be  cold  and  reserved,  speaking  to  him 
rarely,  and  if  at  all,  only  to  upbraid  him 
with  his  cruel  treatment  of  the  child  he 
pretended  to  adore. 

Bellota  himself  was  even  more  nervous 
and  uneasy  at  the  prospect  of  our  heroine's 
return.  He  could  not  defend,  even  to  him- 
self, the  miserable  trick  he  had  played  her ; 
he  could  not  blame  her  if  she  bore  him  a 
certain  grudge.  She  would  perhaps  remember 
only  his  treachery,  giving  him  no  credit 
for  his  good  intentions.  For  he  still  con- 
tinued to  persuade  himself  that  it  had 
been  entirely  for  her  good  that  she  should 
be   kept    out    of    the   way  of  this  designing 
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villain  who  had  gained — Satan  only  knew 
how — such  a  forcible  hold  upon  her  affections. 
A  man  more  reasonable  than  Bellota  would 
have  been  forced  to  qualify  his  distrust  after 
hearing  Frank's  explicit  offer  of  marriage, 
made  openly  as  it  was,  and  with  unmistakable 
honesty  of  purpose.  But  Bellota  could  not 
have  confidence  in  any  one  of  the  officer 
class.  They  were  all  alike.  This  one  was 
doubtless  a  libertine  like  the  rest,  a  heart- 
less rou^,  whose  only  desire  was  to  heap 
disgrace — under  the  flimsy  pretence  of  love 
• — upon  poor  Lola,  and  ruin  her  even  as 
her  hapless  mother  had  also  been  irreparably 
ruined  and  undone. 

So  when  these  two,  grandfather  and 
grandchild,  stood  before  each  other  upon 
the  deck  of  the  *'  Malabar,"  soon  after 
she  had  dropped  anchor  in  the  Bay,  they 
both  paused,  half  in  interrogation,  each 
waiting  for  the  other  to  make  the  first 
advance.  But  in  that  short  pause  Lola  saw 
that  the  old  man  had  sensibly  aged,  and 
was  more  infirm  than  when  she  had  parted 
from    him ;     and    as     this     conviction    came 
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Upon  her,  It  softened  her  heart  towards  him, 
and  she  remembered  only  the  past  fondness 
of  the  old  happy  days,  and  not  the  one 
act  of  seventy  which  was  still  so  recent 
and  fresh. 

As  for  Don  Mariano,  he  stopped  short, 
doubting  almost  to  believe  his  eyes.  Was 
this  really  the  same  little  Lola  who  had  left 
him  only  a  few  months  before  ?  She  had 
gone  a  child,  an  inexperienced,  unformed 
child,  possessing  all  the  nameless  graces  of 
early  girlhood,  but  still  in  his  eyes,  merely 
a  child,  a  tender  bud,  that  had  hardly  as 
yet  begun  to  blossom  forth  into  beauty.  She 
came  back — so  it  appeared  to  him — with  the 
air  and  aspect  of  a  duchess.  She  had  In 
this  short  interval  grown  Into  a  woman — a 
tall,  dignified  woman,  with  so  much  majesty 
of  demeanour,  so  much  self-possession,  such 
an  air  of  high-breeding,  that  Bellota  realised 
that  she  had  passed,  or  was  nearly  passing, 
beyond  his  control. 

Undoubtedly  she  had  gained  much  In 
England  In  manner  and  In  outward  appear- 
ance ;   and  this  she   owed,  in  the   first  place, 
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to  her  constant  association  with  the  Ladies 
Fairfax,  following  which  came  the  introduc- 
tion, albeit  short,  to  the  best  society  in  the 
great  London  world ;  while  sogiething  was 
also  due  to  the  good  offices  of  Mrs  Bridle, 
aided  by  the  intelligent  assistance  of  fashion- 
able milliners.  But  the  outcome  of  it  all 
was  this  graceful  well-dressed  dame,  whom 
Bellota  scarce  recognised  as  one  of  his  own 
flesh  and  blood. 

And  then  he  prayed  most  devoutly  that 
he  might  find  her  changed  in  disposition 
as  well  as  in  external  aspect.  He  hoped, 
almost  against  hope,  that  she  had  learnt  now 
to  put  a  higher  value  upon  herself,  and 
that  she  would  no  longer  cling  so  childishly 
to  this  first  ill-advised  attachment. 

They  kissed  each  other,  and  he  said 
simply — ** Welcome  home,  child  of  my  heart! 
I  rejoice  to  see  you  so  stout  and  well." 

For  the  present,  then,  no  word  of  that 
which  had  passed.  It  was  better  so.  Lola 
was  relieved  and  glad.  That  which  could 
not  be  remedied  or  undone  had  better  be 
buried  out  of  sight,  and  if  possible  forgotten. 
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"  And  you,  abuelo  mio  f "  asked  Lola  in 
a  tone  of  tender  solicitation  that  almost 
sent  tears  of  joy  into  Bellota's  eyes.  "You 
have  not  been  ailing,  I  trust  ?  are  you  quite 
as  hale  and  vigorous  as  of  old  ? " 

"  In  -  truth,  no,  Lola ;  but  the  sight  of 
your  sweet  face  gives  me  new  life.  Come, 
then  ;  the  boat  is  alongside  ;  let  Jose  see  to 
the  luggage,  and  we  will  come  on  shore." 

They  landed  at  Waterport,  crowded  and 
busy  ;  and  as  our  heroine  gazed  upon  the  once 
familiar  scene,  now  half-effaced  by  a  host 
of  new  sensations,  her  heart  was  touched. 
She  was  moved  by  the  sights  she  saw,  the 
sounds  she  heard ;  they  came  back  to  her  as 
might  dim  memories  of  childhood,  reminding 
her  of  happy  days  gone  past  recall.  For 
a  moment  she  seemed  as  in  a  dream  :  all 
that  was  around  her  was  so  ghostlike  and 
unreal.  This  moving,  motley  crowd,  this 
Babel  of  tonofues — all  was  so  familiar  and 
yet    so   strange. 

This  feeling  grew  upon  her  as  she  passed 
with  her  grandfather  into  the  town.  How 
small   it  was  !     Everything  seemed  shrunk  to 
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half  its  size.  The  streets  she  remembered  as 
wide  imposing  thoroughfares  were  contracted 
now  to  narrow,  tortuous  lanes  ;  the  shops 
looked  like  pill-boxes,  their  contents  second- 
rate  and  mean.  For  carriages  she  saw  nothing 
better  than  a  tumbledown  calesa,  or  a  great, 
lumbering  ambulance  drawn  by  commissariat 
mules.  And  the  cottage,  when  they  reached 
it,  seemed  quite  a  poky  place,  its  furniture 
dingy,  all  the  home  comforts,  to  which  she 
had  been  of  late  accustomed,  either  altogether 
wanting  or  on  the  poorest  scale.  The  small 
house  seemed  but  a  deserted  dwelling,  as 
empty  and  lonely  as  the  chambers  of  her 
heart. 

Yet  as  the  days  passed,  Lola  did  her  best 
to  grow  contented  with  her  lot.  But  the 
change  was  so  sudden  and  so  complete. 
One  week  in  the  midst  of  all  the  bustle  and 
excitement  of  a  London  season,  the  next 
buried  alive  in  this  quiet  corner  of  the  far-off 
Rock.  Struggle  as  she  might,  she  could  not 
conceal  from  herself  that  she  was  miserable, 
moped  almost  to  death.  She  had  left  all  her 
gaiety  behind  her.    There  was  an  end  to  all 


8  LOLA  :    A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

her  joyous  doings,  to  the  flower-shows,  balls, 
rides  in  the  Row,  to  all  the  brilliant  funcions 
which  had  made  her  recent  life  one  rapid  and 
continuous  whirl  of  pleasure  and  delight. 
Here,  on  the  Rock,  there  were  neither  sights 
nor  sounds.  She  might  perhaps  watch  the 
flowers  in  the  garden  grow,  or  the  clouds 
creep  across  the  sky  overhead — what  else  ? 
She  might  listen  to  the  blare  of  a  distant 
bugle  or  the  boom  of  the  morning  and  evening 
gun — what  more  ? 

And  she  was  much  alone.  Josefa,  as  we 
know,  had  disappeared,  and  the  woman  who 
had  taken  her  place  was  dwarfed  now  into  the 
mere  servant,  with  whom  she  could  hold  none 
but  the  most  distant  intercourse.  Old  Bellota 
went 'daily  to  his  desk,  but  had  he  remained, 
he  could  not  have  hoped  to  fill  even  a  small 
part  of  the  great  blank  in  our  heroine's  life. 

But  her  condition  could  not  escape  him 
altogether,  and  it  gave  him  great  concern. 
It  grieved  him  to  observe  how  completely  her 
former  light-heartedness  had  disappeared.  She 
never  broke  out  now  into  glad  snatches  of 
song,  nor,  as  of  old,  teased  him  with  her  sallies 
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and  lively  jests.  At  first  he  thought  what  she 
missed  was  the  luxurious  comfort  to  which  she 
had  recently  been  introduced  in  England,  and, 
anxious  to  please  her,  he  offered  readily  to 
surround  her  with  everything  just  the  same. 
Let  her  but  express  a  wish,  and  if  within 
reason,  it  should  be  gratified.  A  horse  ?  He 
would  send  over  to  Barbary  for  the  best  that 
could  be  bought  for  money  in  Mazagan  or 
Mogadon  Carriages  ?  She  might  have  half-a-- 
dozen.  Dress  ?  Carte-blanche  should  be  des- 
patched to  Worth  and  Madame  Elise  to  furnish 
periodical  supplies  of  all  that  was  most  gorgeous 
in  the  milliner's  art.  Nay,  he  would  go  further. 
Hearing  of  the  state  and  ceremony  kept  up 
at  Fairfax,  he  expressed  himself  ready  to  re- 
model his  small  household,  and,  even  at  great 
sacrifice  to  himself,  to  adopt  now  at  the  eleventh 
hour  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  gentle- 
folk at  home.  All  this  he  would  have  gladly 
done,  and  more,  to  win  back  smiling  cheerful- 
ness to  Lola's  cheek.  He  meant  well,  and  she 
was  grateful  to  him  for  his  thoughtful  genero- 
sity and  kindness  of  heart. 

But  although  thus  prodigal  of  offers,  the  one 
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tliino-  for  wliich  she  sloshed  he  would  not,  nor 
could  he,  give  her.  It  was  not  for  the  lost 
luxuries  of  llu'  Kni^lish  home  that  she  was 
j)inino-  now.  To  such  a  simple  nature  as  hers 
these  things  might  be  pleasing,  but  they  were 
not  IiulIspcnsiiMf.  Slui  could  have  surrendered 
all  wlthoui  a  [).iii;;  at  once  and  for  ever.  No; 
Rosia  Cottage,  nay  the  smallest  hovel  on  the 
niounlain  side,  would  have  seemed  a  palace  to 
her,  if  with  it  she  gained  her  Paco  too.  It 
was  for  him  that  she  longed.  Looking  back 
regretfully  to  the  past  happy  days,  and  forward 
almost  hopelessly  to  the  future  with  hourly 
increasing  anxiety,  till  at  length  she  told 
herself  that  unless  she  heard  of  Frank  aealn, 
and  soon,  licr  lile  would  be  almost  too  bur- 
tluMisoinc  to  hear. 

Through  these  Hrst  few  weeks  Bellota  had 
no  notion  whatever  that  Frank  and  Lola  had 
met  In  I'jigland.  Slve  had  not  volunteered  the 
information — why  should  she  .^  It  would  lead, 
jxM'haps,  to  some  painful  scene,  only  raising 
the  old  man's  anger  all  to  no  purpose.  It 
was  better  not  to  precipitate  matters.  Lady 
llciu'ielle   had    promised   to   write   and   inter- 
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cede  for  the  lovers,  and  Lola  hoped  great 
things  from  her  kind  advocacy.  Indeed,  the 
prospect  of  this  coming  letter,  and  with  it 
news  of  Frank,  was  the  only  bright  spot  just 
now  In  her  existence. 

The  next  Enorllsh  mail  arrived  while  Don 
Mariano  was  at  his  office.  Thither  all  his  letters 
were  taken.  Amonor  them  were  two  for  Lola. 
One  he  recognised  as  from  Fairfax  and  Lady 
Henriette ;  the  other  was  in  a  man's  hand- 
writing. What  man  could  be  in  correspon- 
dence with  Dolores  ?      No   man   but  one   he 

• 

thought,  and  that  one  Francis  Wriottesley ;  and 
as  he  turned  the  letter  over  and  over,  he 
lono^ed  to  break  the  seal  and  set  all  doubts  at 
rest.  But  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  this, 
although  he  felt  that  he  would  be  justified  in 
questioning  his  grandchild  on  the  subject. 

Then  he  opened  his  own  letters,  all  of  them  on 
business,  save  one — that  from  Lady  Henriette. 
This  he  read  last ;  and  as  he  read  a  frown 
soon  gathered  darkly  on  his  wrinkled  brow. 
Her  Ladyship  had  plunged  almost  at  once 
into  the  matter  she  had  at  heart.  She  con- 
fessed  that   she   felt   rather  guilty  at   having 
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permitted  Dolores  and  her  lover  to  meet  at  her 
house,  but  they  were  evidently  so  much  attached 
to  each  other  that  it  seemed  more  than  cruel 
to  keep  them  apart.  Besides,  she  had  herself 
formed  a  high  opinion  of  Mr  Wriottesley,  and 
was  certain  he  would  make  Dolores  entirely 
happy.  Under  these  circumstances  she  now 
wrote,  trusting  that  Mr  Bellota  would  no 
longer  place  any  obstacles  in  the  way  of  the 
match. 

"  Idiot  that  I  was ! "  cried  the  old  man, 
crushing  up  the  letter  In  his  hand.  **  What 
foul  devil  prompted  me,  I  wonder,  to  send 
the  child  to  that  far-off  land,  away  from 
my  own  personal  care  ?  Had  I  kept  her 
here  or  in  Spain,  this  cursed  rubio  would 
never  have  got  access  to  her ;  but  I  must 
needs  send  her  to  England,  away,  far  away, 
and  there  the  chances  were  all  against  me, 
long-eared  jackass  that  I  was.  Zopenco ! 
(blockhead)  I  am  rightly  served.  But  now 
— give  her  to  him  ?  Never,  never !  Not 
while  I  live  !  " 

And  then,  with  a  violent  exclamation,  he 
tore  open  the  other  letter.     He  was  no  longer 
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restrained  by  any  feeling  of  propriety.  He 
must  and  would  know  whether  this  came 
from  the  hated  source  he  suspected.  Eagerly 
he  devoured  its  contents,  groaning  aloud  in 
a  fresh  access  of  rage  at  every  epithet  of 
affection,  one  or  more  of  which  appeared 
in  every  sentence ;  till  by  the  time  he  had 
finished  reading  he  had  reached  a  perfect 
paroxysm  of  passion.  Frank  declared  at 
the  end  that  he  would  return  to  Gibraltar 
within  a  week  or  two,  vowing  he  would 
win  Lola  and  carry  her  off  right  in  li^r 
grandfather's  teeth. 

''  Win  her  !  "  shouted  Bellota,  fairly  stamp- 
ing about  the  office  in  a  fit  of  ungovernable 
fury.  "  Win  her,  and  in  my  teeth  !  We 
shall  see.  Is  he  or  I  the  stronger  ?  At 
least  I  will  be  master  of  my  own.  Oh, 
wicked  child  !  Oh,  treacherous  women  !  Oh, 
false-hearted,  accursed  lover  !  "  One  and  all 
in  turn  came  in  for  some  measure  of  his 
abuse,  and  the  more  loudly  he  reviled,  the 
more  fixed  was  his  resolution  to  thwart  all 
their  plans. 

By  and   by,    however,    he    grew   somewhat 
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calmer,  and  as  he  mastered  his  passion,  he 
began  to  consider  what  steps  should  be  taken 
next. 

First  of  all,  with  a  sudden  impulse,  he 
destroyed  Frank's  letter  to  Lola ;  not  one 
syllable  of  information  should  reach  her  if 
he  had  power  to  prevent  it.  She  should 
be  cut  off  absolutely  and  completely  this 
time,  at  least,  from  any  intercourse  with 
her  lover.  To  render  this  separation  the 
more  certain,  he  resolved  to  remove  Lola 
without  delay  to  the  custody  of  her  cousins 
at  Ximena,  giving  them  strict  charge  never 
to  suffer  her  out  of  their  sight.  There  at 
least  she  would  be  in  safe  concealment  when 
Wriottesley  first  returned,  and  thence,  as 
soon  as  he  had  found  It,  she  might  be  again 
rertioved  to  another,  and,  If  possible,  a  spot 
still  more  secure. 

The  old  man's  anger  was  by  no  means 
burnt  out  when  he  reached  Rosia  Cottage 
that  night,  and  the  smouldering  embers  blazed 
forth  again  into  flame,  when  Lola  came  up 
to  ask  whether  there  had  been  any  letters 
for  her  by  the  English  mail. 
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**  Sz,  yes,"  said  Bellota  shortly.  *'  Here  is 
one,  from  your  friend  Lady  Henriette  ?  '* 

**  No  more  ?  " 

"  Did  you  expect  others  ?  "  he  asked  gruffly. 

**  Why  do  you  question  me  ?  " 

"  You  owe  me  obedience.  Do  you  refuse 
to  answer  ?  " 

"  I  had  thought  perhaps  " — Her  grand- 
father's  eye  was  upon  her,  and  her  blush 
betrayed  that  she  had  hoped  to  hear  from 
Frank. 

**  Lola,  Lady  Henriette  has  written  also 
to  me,"  went  on  the  old  man. 

''  And  what  did  she  say  ?  " 

Her  heart  was  In  a  flutter.  The  supreme 
moment  had  come  in  which  her  fate  and 
future  happiness  were  to  be  decided. 

"  You  can  ask  me  that  ?  Why  assume 
this  barefaced  Ignorance  ?  Oh,  child,  child ! 
you  wring  my  heart.  Have  you  no  love, 
no  pity  for  the  poor  old  abuelo  who  has 
cherished  you  all  these  years  ?  Have  you 
no  regard  for  his  wishes,  no  belief  in  his 
counsel  ?  Remember  advice  is  like  the  dead 
— valued   too   late.      Will   you   not  heed   my 
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voice  ?  Is  my  deep  affection  to  be  despised 
and  spurned  now,  after  these  long  years — 
all  for  that  yellow-haired  scoundrel,  who 
would  steal  you  from  my  side  just  as  he 
would  steal  the  dollars  from  my  strong  box 
to  squander  on  his  vices." 

*'  AbuelOy  it  is  not  thus  that  you  will 
strengthen  your  cause.  Your  words  may 
wound,  but  they  cannot  persuade  me,  nor 
can  they  hurt  my  Frank." 

.  She  spoke  with  dignity,  the  dignity  of 
despair.  Already  she  understood  that  Lady 
Henriette's  appeal  was  to  be  made  in  vain. 

"  I  cannot  believe  abuse  of  him." 

"  No  ;  you  would  rather  trust  his  lying  and 
beguiling  tongue.  You  believe  him  whom 
you  have  scarcely  known  twelve  months 
rather  than  me — I  who  have  had  no  thought 
but  for  you  since  first  you  drew  breath  in 
this  miserable  world." 

**  I  believe  him  because  he  has  given  me 
his  entire  trust,  and  he  has  mine.  We  belong 
to  each  other  now  and  for  ever.  What  though 
you  may  oppose  our  union  now,  abuelof  We 
can  wait." 
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**  Wait  till  I  am  dead,  perchance  ?  " 

"  Pray,  pray  do  not  speak  like  that.  Not 
even  to  save  my  Paco  would  I  wish  that 
one  single  hair  of  your  head  were  hurt.  I 
love  you  still,  in  spite  of  all.  I  love  you — 
but  I  love  Paco  more.  But  you  cannot  keep 
us  apart  for  ever.  At  least,  we  must  meet 
in  the  world  to  come,"  said  Dolores  looking 
solemnly  upwards. 

**  He  is  a  heretic.  There  is  no  place  in 
Heaven  for  such  as  he." 

**  I    have   faith   in   the    goodness   of  God, 
and  the  intercession  of  our  Holy  Mother." 

Frank  had  become  part  of  her  religion  as 
it  were,  and  she  could  not  believe  that  the 
difference  of  creeds  would  condemn  her  to 
lose  him  In  the  next  world  as  well  as  in  this. 

**  I  tell  you  plainly,  Dolores,  that  with  my 
consent  you  shall  never  marry  him.  Not  that 
you  will  wait  for  that,  I  suppose.  So  shame- 
less a  wretch  as  he  you  love,  would  not  hesitate 
to  persuade  you  to  despise  my  authority — - 
that  of  your  only  relative  alive — quite  as  a 
thing  of  nought." 

"  That   proves   how  little   you   know   Paco. 

VOL.  III.  B 
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But   for  him    I    should   never   have   returned 
to  Gibraltar  at  all." 

^*  Como  !  What  is  this  ?  "  cried  Don  Mari- 
ano startled. 

"  I  was  ready  to  wed  him  over  there  in 
England,  and  waited  only  till  he  should  make 
the  sign.  But  he  was  too  loyal.  He  said 
it  was  my  duty  to  come  to  you.  That  we 
must  wait.  He  thought  that  ere  long  you 
would  relent." 

"  You  obey  him  readily  enough,"  said  old 
Bellota  with  half  a  sneer. 

"Is  it  not  natural  ?  He  is  my  novioy  my 
affianced  lover." 

"  And  you  obey  me  only  because  he  tells 
,  you !  Things  are  come  to  a  pretty  pass 
indeed.  Oye,  listen,  heartless  girl.  I  am 
tired  of  stooping  to  beg  and  pray.  Will  you 
give  me  your  promise  not  to  marry  this  man 
until  you  have  first  obtained  my  consent — 
yes  or  no  ?  " 

''No,  Senor.  Because  if  he  wished  it,  I 
would  marry  him  to-morrow." 

"Then  you  must  take  the  consequences," 
cried  Bellota  excitedly. 
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His  patience  was  nearly  exhausted.  Had 
Lola  been  more  yielding,  had  she  bent  herself 
to  entreat  his  forbearance  to  beg  piteously  for 
his  consent,  he  might  have  been  more  dis- 
posed to  give  it.  But  her  proud  obstinacy, 
her  disdainful  contempt  of  his  authority, 
began  now  to  drive  him  to  extremes. 

He  grew  more  and  more  strong  in  his 
resolves  to  bring  her  to  reason.  He  would 
keep  her  a  close  prisoner ;  she  should  be 
starved  into  submission ;  she  should  end  her 
days,  immured  within  the  four  strong  wails 
of  a  convent.  At  all  hazards  must  his  oath 
be  preserved  and  Lola  protected  against 
herself 

But  he  did  not  threaten  her  further  than 
in  the  words  spoken  above,  and  Lola,  in  her 
excitement,  chiefly  occupied  now  with  the 
effort  to  remain  firm,  did  not  take  in  the 
full  meaning  of  these. 

Two  days  later  Doiia  Teresa  came  quite 
by  accident,  so  it  seemed,  to  call  at  Rosia 
Cottage.  Lola,  suspecting  nothing,  received 
her  very  cordially.  Dona  Teresa  was  en- 
chanted ;    she   could    not    find   words    strong 
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enough    to    express     her    admiration    at    the 
improvement  In  our  heroine. 

**  Ojald !  would  to  Heaven  I  could  send 
Ramona  also  to  Inglaterra,  came  she  back 
proud  and  graceful  In  bearing  as  thou,  child 
of  my  heart.  It  Is  this  same  fashionable 
air  she  needs.  And  que  de  hijo  what  cost- 
liness in  your  apparel !  That  silk  would  be 
cheap  at  five  hundred  reals.  And  Is  it  thus 
they  dress  the  hair  In  London  and  in  Paris, 
plain  and  without  curls  ?  It  pleases  me 
much.  And  your  jewels,  they  are  new  :  that 
locket,  a  pre^ida  a  love-token.  No  ?  And 
tell  me,  Lolita,  they  are  rich  these  English 
ladles  to  whom  you  went,  and  titulos^  they 
had  titles,  and  were  of  the  high  aristocracy 
of  England  ?  Doubtless  you  spent  with  them 
the  pleasant  time.  Balls,  reunions,  tertulias, 
rejoicings  always.  How  tame  and  dull  must 
this  narrow  fortress  seem  now  that  you  have 
seen  the  world!  Would  that  some  of  us 
had  half  your  luck.  But  you  no  longer  care 
for  us,  Lolita.  Old  friends  are  forgotten  now 
for  new.'* 

''  Say  not  so.    You  and  my  cousins  I   shall 
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always  love.  How  fares  it  with  them  all 
at  Agua  Dulce  ?  " 

"  They  have  but  one  thought  just  now ; 
they  are  longing  to  see  you  once  again. 
Ramona  is  dying  to  talk  to  you  and  hear 
of  all  that  you  have  seen.  When  can  you 
come  to  us  ?  You  will  not  refuse  ?  Come, 
even  for  a  day." 

There  was  so  much  guile  in  this  quiet  query, 
that  it  took  Lola  quite  unawares.  She  was 
loath  to  leave  the  Rock  lest  Frank  Wriottesley 
might  arrive  the  moment  her  back  was  turn'ed, 
yet  she  had  no  desire  to  be  unfriendly  to 
her  relatives.  Besides,  it  was  in  itself  a 
boon  to  fly  from  her  grandfather's  cross  face 
and  unceasing  upbraidings,  and  here  an 
opportunity  offered  in  the  most  natural  way. 
She  was  quite  unsuspicious  and  off  her  guard. 
It  never  occurred  to  her  that  this  innocently- 
couched  invitation  concealed  another  crafty 
plot  against  her  peace  of  mind. 

She  answered  therefore  readily,  nay  almost 
eagerly,  that  she  also  looked  forward  to  the 
visit  to  the  farm. 

*'  And  when,  queridita  ?  " 
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Dona  Teresa  was  a  dry  old  chip,  but  she 
could  on  occasion  be  affectionate.  Just  now 
the  warmth  of  her  manner  was  as  genial,  as  the 
cold  pink  that  comes  on  a  snowy  ridge  at  the 
time  of  a  winter  dawn. 

"  To-day,  at  once.  If  you  please." 

The  sooner  off,  the  sooner  back ;  and  the 
less  chance  of  missing  her  lover  on  his  return. 

"  Well  said,"  cried  the  other — '*  But  hardly 
to-day.  Don  Mariano — he  does  not  return  till 
nightfall,  will  he  not  wish  to  see  you  before 
you  leave  ?  " 

**  I  know  not,"  replied  Lola  sadly.  Time 
was  when  he  could  not  brook  to  let  her  out  of 
his  sight ;  but  he  was  no  longer  the  doting 
grandfather  of  her  happy  childish  days.  His 
love  for  her  was  gone,  she  feared ;  burnt  up 
and  consumed  in  his  fierce  passionate  dislike 
for  Francis  Wriottesley. 

Dona  Teresa  remained  for  the  night  at  the 
cottage,  so  Lola  did  not  find  herself  again 
alone  with  her  grandfather  before  they  started. 
But  he  spoke  to  her  kindly,  much  as  if  nothing 
had  happened  between  them,  and  talked  much 
of  the  quiet  ease  to  be  found  In  a  country  life. 


BACK  AT  ROSIA.  23 

"Would  that  I  could  tear  myself  from  this 
noisy  town  to  end  my  days  among  the  green 
slopes  or  in  some  sheltered  valley  of  the 
Sierra." 

"  Why  not  purchase  land  near  to  our  Agua 
Dulce,  cousin  ?  "  suggested  Teresa.  "  There 
is  the  Cortijo  de  Acemila ;  the  house  is  good 
and  spacious,  the  vineyard  of  the  best,  and  the 
spot  retired." 

"  Too  retired,"  interposed  Lola,  who  had  no 
desire  to  be  thus  entombed  alive.  "  Some  day 
the  mala  gente,  bad  people,  robbers,  brigands 
from  the  Sierra,  would  descend  to  carry  you 
off,  abuelo^  as  prize." 

"  True,"  said  Dona  Teresa,  '*  such  things 
have  been,  when  the  chance  of  ransom  is  good." 

"  I  am  but  a  pobre^'  cried  Don  Mariano 
crossing  himself;  "small  profit  to  those  who 
captured  me." 

"  Throw  that  bone  to  another  dog,"  remarked 
Teresa  slyly.  "  I  and  my  children  would  be 
rich  were  we  to  touch  but  one  day's  gains  that 
come  to  Crutchett's  Ramp." 

"  Foolishness  !  It  is  not  so.  I  have  but  few 
farthings,  and  I  am  old  and  feeble — they  might 
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carry  me  off — what  matter  ?  I  should  need  no 
ransom ;  my  life  Is  nearly  spent — they  might 
end  it  for  all  I  care." 

He  spoke  sorrowfully  and  In  a  trembling 
voice,  which  appealed  to  Lola  strongly,  making 
her  heart  feel  sore  indeed.  Hers  seemed  a 
crooked  and  a  wayward  fate.  She  had  to 
choose  between  two  evil  paths.  Either  she 
must  be  faithless  to  the  man  whom  she  loved 
best  In  the  world,  or  embitter  with  grief  her 
grandfather's  last  days. 

She  rose  from  her  seat  and  went  round  to 
kiss  her  grandfather  once  more  fondly,  as  of 
old. 

"  You  will  promise  ? ''  he  whispered  eagerly. 

"  I  cannot,  I  cannot  Indeed,"  replied  Lola 
sadly.  Why  was  he  thus  obstinately  bent  on 
marring  all  the  happiness  of  her  young  life  ? 

And  thus  they  parted  for  the  night.  Ere 
they  again  met,  many  strange  things  had 
happened  to  make  this  evening  a  point  of 
departure  very  memorable  to  Lola. 


(25) 


CHAPTER  II. 

WHO  SPEAKS  TO  ME  OF  "  MUST  "  ? 

June  mornings  in  the  South  of  Spain  are 
bright  and  beautiful,  with  a  sun  that  is  hot,  or 
sometimes  treacherous,  even  to  those  who  c^ll 
this  the  land  of  their  birth.  It  behoved  the 
ladies  therefore  to  travel  betimes,  before  the 
great  heat  of  the  day  came  on.  Soon  after 
six  the  steeds  were  at  the  door.  For  Teresa, 
a  patient  mule,  bearing  the  chair-saddle  or 
jamtiga  which  Spanish  ladies  patronise  when 
not  disposed,  or,  more  exactly,  when  unable 
to  ride  a  la  Inglesa ;  this  was  provided  also 
with  a  couple  of  feather  pillows  and  a  footstool 
to  make  her  comfortable  through  the  five-and- 
twenty  miles  of  jogging  that  lay  between 
Rosia  and  her  home.  Lola  rode  her  own 
saddle-horse,  a  long-tailed  grey,  owning  a  not 
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remote  kinship  with  the  Bat,  and  renowned 
for  its  paces  and  its  temper.  A  third  horse 
carried  the  mozo  or  groom,  as  well  as  a  pair 
of  deep  pannier  baskets  known  as  capachoSy 
wherein  the  luggage  was  bestowed.  Although 
the  visit  to  Agua  Dulce  was  only  for  a  few 
days,  Dona  Teresa  persuaded  Lola  to  take 
with  her  a  quantity  of  clothes.  The  plea  was 
that  Ramona,  and,  for  the  matter  of  that,  she 
herself,  was  anxious  to  inspect  at  leisure  the 
most  fashionable  modes,  such  as  people  wore 
over  yonder  in  the  great  world.  So  Lola 
good-naturedly  packed  up  more  than  one 
of  the  chefs  d'  ceuvres  of  the  milliner's  art,  and 
filled  a  large  box  with  other  articles  of  apparel 
which  it  would  be  idle  to  particularise  had  I 
the  power,  which  I  have  not. 

Not  many  months  had  passed  since  Lola 
had  received  her  first  lessons  In  horsemanship 
from  her  cousin  Lucas,  at  the  farm.  Then  It 
had  been  her  highest  ambition  to  assimilate 
herself  to  those  proud,  white-faced  English- 
women she  had  seen  galloping  to  and  fro  upon 
the  shores  of  the  Bay.  Like  them,  she  wished 
to  wear  a  faultless  Amazona^  and  to  have  no 
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fear  in  the  saddle.  Few  people  could  have 
denied  that  already  she  had  attained  the  wish 
of  her  heart.  As  she  started  from  the  door 
of  the  cottage,  with  her  well-fitting  grey  habit, 
her  wide-brimmed  grey  hat  looped  up  with 
black  braid  and  carrying  a  costly  ostrich 
feather,  she  looked  like  a  reigning  princess 
leaving  the  palace  gate  to  ride  through  her 
dominions.  Nor  was  homage  wanting  from 
subjects  admiring  and  devoted.  As  she 
passed  along  the  Line  wall  into  the  Alameda 
Garden,  under  the  Southport  gate,  and 
through  the  town,  every  eye  was  turned  upon 
her,  and  more  than  one  young  English  officer 
on  his  road  to  the  North  Front,  bound  for  a 
gallop  before  breakfast,  returned  to  tell  his 
comrades  at  the  mess-table  of  the  stunning 
girl  he  had  seen  that  morning  early  while  they 
were  still  in  bed. 

Even  more  startling  was  the  effect  Lola 
produced  upon  her  cousins  at  Agua  Dulce. 
Lucas  had  never  concealed  his  admiration  for 
Lola ;  but  her  absence  in  England  he  had 
borne  without  great  anguish  of  mind.  His 
was  not  a  passion  to  live  only  on  memories, 
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and  if  the  flame  were  to  burn  brightly,  he 
must  have  an  occasional  glimpse  of  the  object 
he  adored.  He  might,  in  truth,  have  forgotten 
Lola  altogether  but  for  his  mother  s  repeated 
reminders.  But  for  her  cautious  preaching  he 
would  long  since  have  laid  himself  at  the  feet 
of  some  pretty  girl  in  the  town  hard  by. 
Dona  Teresa,  however,  never  lost  sight  of  the ' 
fact  that  some  day  Lola  would  inherit  all  her 
grandfather's  wealth,  and  she  never  failed  to 
impress  upon  Lucas  that  here  was  a  chance 
which  it  would  be  madness  to  neglect.  Now, 
on  their  arrival  at  the  farm,  the  old  lady  was 
highly  gratified  when  she  saw  her  son's  eyes 
kindle  with  undisguised  admiration  as  they 
rested  upon  the  beautiful  girl. 

''  What  recipes  do  they  keep  over  there, 
prima  mia  (my  cousin)  for  brightening  the 
cheeks  and  making  the  eyes  glitter  ?  There 
are  many  maidens  in  this  corner  of  the  earth 
who  would  gladly  try  such  medicine.  You 
come  back  to  us  like  the  roses  in  spring — like 
a  nosegay  of  gorgeous  sweet-scented  flowers." 

So  spoke  Lucas  as  he  gave  Lola  his  hand 
to  help  her  to  alight  from  her  horse,  making 
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as  though  he  would  claim  a  cousin's  privilege 
to  greet  her  also  with  a  kiss.  But  Lola  put 
him  on  one  side  at  once,  speaking  civilly  but 
with  a  gesture  of  the  most  superb  disdain,  as 
she  ran  forward  to  embrace  Ramona  with  effu- 
sion. The  latter  kissed  our  heroine  on  both 
cheeks,  then  held  Lola's  face  away  as  if  to 
feast  her  eyes  with  the  sight,  only  to  kiss  it 
again  and  again  with  the  same  expression 
of  ecstatic  delight. 

"  And  Miguelito  !  growing  taller  and  more 
handsome  day  by  day/'  went  on  Lola  to  the 
other  little  cousin,  who  stood  bashfully  by 
waiting  for  his  turn. 

''Prima  (cousin),  the  clouds  have  cleared 
away,  day  has  succeeded  night,  and  you  are 
like  the  bright  sun  reappearing  to  gladden 
us  with  the  splendour  of  your  beautiful 
eyes." 

"  Vaya  !  "  growled  Lucas  ;  "  Is  there  no  mad- 
house handy  for  this  soft-headed  poet  ?  " 

"  Kind  and  considerate  as  ever,  Lucas !  Is 
it  because  he  is  glad  to  greet  me  again  that 
you  scold  him  thus  }  " 

''  Come,    children,    come ;    the    sun     stings 
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as  do  the  wasps,"  said  Doiia  Teresa,  leading 
the  way  into  the  principal  room  of  the  house. 

It  was  cool  and  dark,  with  jalousies  close 
shut,  but  barely  furnished  ;  walls  "  flatted " 
with  a  wash  of  dirty  yellow ;  on  the  floor 
was  no  carpet ;  the  only  furniture  were  a  few 
straight-backed  chairs  with  a  sofa  of  faded 
damask  placed  in  the  post  of  honour.  On 
this  they  seated  Lola  with  much  ceremony, 
and  gathered  round  plying  her  with  ques- 
tions, to  all  of  which  she  replied  readily  and 
with  good-humour.  She  was  pleased  to  re- 
visit Agua  Dulce.  The  whole  family  feted 
and  made  so  much  of  her,  that  after  the  late 
sad  and  lonely  weeks  at  Rosia  Cottage  she 
felt  a  distinct  relief,  and  was  grateful  to 
them  all.  Much  of  her  old  joyousness  for 
the  moment  returned.  She  laughed  with 
Ramona,  rallied  Miguel  on  his  love  affairs, 
and  with  admirable  good-humour,  but  quiet, 
self-possessed  air,  put  back  as  if  she  had  not 
noticed  them  the  high-flown,  almost  ful- 
some, compliments  of  Lucas,  now  love-in- 
flamed. 

The  days  passed  off    as   do  all    days    in 
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these  parts  during  the  fierce  summer  weather. 
They  dined  at  midday,  the  comida  or  princi- 
pal meal  consisting  of  the  stereotyped /^<;/^^r<?, 
with  its  pyramid  of  garbanzo  beans  surround- 
ing its  red  sausages,  fat  bacon,  and  lump  of 
ragged  beef;  after  this,  in  honour  of  Lola 
appeared,  a  large  flat  dish  of  natilia,  a  sweet 
compound  not  unlike  a  custard  pudding. 
The  dinner  was  good,  yet  homely.  Here, 
of  course,  were  none  of  the  luxurious  appli- 
ances which  had  surrounded  her  at  Fairfax — 
neither  glass,  nor  flowers,  nor  brlghtly-buf- 
nlshed  plate  ;  but  the  tablecloth  was  white  and 
spotless,  and  they  gave  her  a  napkin,  and 
with  it  a  hearty  welcome.  Dinner  over,  like  the 
others,  Lola  was  glad  to  retire  for  the  siesta, 
or  sleep  in  the  afternoon,  from  which  she 
woke  only  as  the  sun  was  falling  low,  and  the 
cooler  air  made  it  possible  for  the  ladles  to 
leave  the  house.  Then  they  took  her  to  see 
the  sights — to  visit  the  storeroom  with  its  mon- 
strous  wine-vats,  filled  with  the  product  of 
their  own  vines  upon  the  mountain  slopes,  and 
destined  perchance  to  find  Its  way  to  Xeres, 
and  thence  to  the  English  market,  duly  sweet- 
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ened  and  loaded,  to  pass  off  as  the  purest 
sherry.  Here,  too,  were  goodly  supplies  for 
home  consumption — sides  of  bacon,  hams  cured 
in  sugar,  piles  of  fruit,  many  ropes  of  onions, 
heaps  of  crimson  tomatoes — famed  by  local 
repute  as  the  most  potent  of  love-philters — 
sacks  of  garbanzo  beans  and  strings  of  garlic. 
From  the  storeroom  to  the  farm,  where  all 
the  men  doffed  their  hats  and  gave  her  a 
smiling  welcome ;  and  so  on  to  the  dekesa, 
where  ran  the  yearlings ;  the  mares,  too, 
came  in  droves  to  greet  her  with  their  long- 
legged  children  at  their  side;  farther  off  the 
terrible  bulls  —  though  not  to  be  rashly 
approached — bellowed  a  few  genial  notes,  and 
pretended  for  the  moment  to  be  perfectly 
tame.  Then  they  all  returned  to  the  hoiise. 
The  "  animas "  rang  out  from  the  bells ; 
they  had  their  evening-meal;  and  so  the  day 
was  done. 

Lola  was  somewhat  surprised  to  find  that 
the  room  they  had  given  her  was  not  that 
which  she  had  occupied  before.  Oh  no,  they 
told  her ;  she  was  now  the  great  dame ;  she 
must   be   treated  with   formality ;    they  could 
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not  consign  Miss  Bellota  to  the  small  den 
which  had  been  good  enough  for  little  Lolita 
on  her  return  from  school.  But  Ramona 
would  be  near  her  In  this  new  room — next 
door ;  in  fact,  Ramona's  was  but  an  ante- 
chamber or  outer  room  leading  to  the  best 
guest-chamber  of  the  house. 

As  the  time  came  for  retiring  to  rest, 
Ramona  herself  accompanied  Lola  upstairs, 
carrying  a  long  brass-handled  lamp  brightly- 
burnished,  with  eight  burners,  from  which 
streamed  tails  of  fire  as  it  swung  to  and  fro 
in  her  grasp. 

"You  will  be  comfortable,  I  trust,  Lola 
mia^'  said  Ramona  apologetically.  '*  Here, 
in  our  humble  home,  you  will  miss  the  rich 
superfluities  you  found  in  the  palace  of  those 
great  English  grandees.  But  we  have  tried 
to  make  this  to  your  taste.  In  the  balcony 
are  flowers,  and  a  cricket  In  its  cage,  and 
when  the  persians  are  opened  you  will  find 
an   alcarazza^  hanging  to   keep  the  air   cool, 

*  The  alcarazza  is  a  rough  jar  of  red  porous  earthenware.     When 
filled  with  water  it  gives  off  by  evaporation  a  certain  amount  of 
moisture,  which  the  air  as   it  passes,  picks  up ;    this   evaporation   is 
rapid,  and  the  water  left  in  the  jar  soon  becomes  as  cold  as  ice. 
VOL  III.  C 
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and,  Lola,  I  am  close  at  hand.  If  you 
desire  anything  you  will  call  me.  No  ? — 
And  I  will  be  your  maid,  your  tire-woman, 
such  as  rich  ladles  have  to  help  them  dress. 
When  the  morning  comes,  I  will  wake  you 
and  open  your  shutters." 

"  Mil graciaSy  Ramonita  ;  but  all  that  I  can 
do  for  myself.  I  am  not  helpless.  Yet  not 
the  less  are  you  good  and  kind." 

"  Sleep,  then,  and  rest  till  to-morrow.   Adiosl " 

*'  At  dawn !  do  we  breakfast,  as  of  old, 
as  soon  as  the  sun  is  over  the  hill  ?  You 
must  wake  me  indeed,  for  to  such  hours  am 
I  now  unused." 

*'  Idle  lazy  girl !  Does  not  God  help  them 
who  rise  early  ?  " 

*'Yes,  but  las  mananicas  de  abril  so7i  sabrosas 
para  dormir — the  early  mornings  of  spring 
are  delightful  for  sleep." 

'' Si]'  said  Ramona  laughing;  "and  how- 
ever early  we  rise,  the  dawn  comes  no  sooner. 
But  good-night,  good-night !  Do  not  move 
till  I  return." 

But  Lola  slept  badly,  and,  while  it  was 
still  dark,  longed  for  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air. 
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The  windows  were,  however,  close  shut 
according  to  the  custom  of  this  country, 
where  people  have  a  strange  horror  of  venti- 
lation, and  dread  more  especially  the  breezes 
of  the  night.  Not  only  were  Lola's  shutters 
hermetically  sealed,  but  In  spite  of  all  her 
efforts  they  refused  to  open.  Presently,  as 
if  roused  by  the  noise,  Ramona  rushed  in 
from  the  outer  room. 

^'  Dios  de  mi  vidal  But  you  startled  me. 
Why  are  you  thus  unsettled,  Lola  ?  It  is 
not  yet  three  o'clock."  • 

**  I  want  air — the  fresh  air  of  heaven." 

''  Of  heaven !  Rather  from  the  inJier7io — 
from  the  depths  below,  from  which  you  will 
catch  pithnoniay  the  sickness  that  kills  like 
a  knife  the  same  day  that  it  strikes." 

'*  But  these  jalousies,  they  will  not  open," 
went  on  Lola  petulantly. 

"  No,"  replied  Ramona  in  an  Indifferent 
voice ;  '*  they  are  fastened  with  a  spring  from 
outside.  You  must  wait — wait  till  they  begin 
to  rouse  below,  and  then  we  will  have  them 
opened,  and  you  shall  have  the  fresh  air 
you  want,  fastidious  child." 


36        LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

With  this  Lola  had  to  be  contented  and 
she  went  back  to  bed.  It  seemed  strange 
that  these  shutters — the  first  among  many 
with  which  she  was  acquainted — should  fasten 
from  the  outside ;  but  she  was  too  guileless 
to  suspect  that  the  alteration  had  been  made 
solely  on  her  account ;  nor  was  she  surprised 
to  find  Ramona  alert,  ready  to  join  her  at 
the  slightest  alarm.  She  took  this  merely 
as  a  mark  of  affectionate  attention. 

The  second  day  of  Lola's  visit  to  Agua 
Dulce  passed  off  as  pleasantly  as  had  the 
first.  The  two  girls  spent  the  morning  in 
trying  on  in  turn  the  various  adornments 
which  our  heroine  had  brought  out  with  her 
at  Dona  Teresa's  special  request.  The  old 
lady  stood  by  and  did  audience,  smiling 
approval  as  Dolores  appeared  in  wreath, 
opera-cloak  costume  or  wrapper,  but  in  heart 
rather  discontented,  for  she  was  a  mother  and 
grudged  these  possessions  to  other  girls  than 
her  own.  Yet  she  petted  her  visitor  not 
less  than  did  the  rest  of  the  family,  and 
joined  as  heartily  as  did  they  In  the  general 
chorus  of  disapproval  that  greeted  Lola  when 
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she  announced   her   Intention  of  returning  to 
Gibraltar  that  very  evening. 

*'  One  day — no  more  !  Is  that  all  you  can 
spare  to  friends  so  old  as  we  are  ? "  cried 
Dona  Teresa. 

"Some  magnet  on  two  legs  is  drawing  you 
back,"  went  on  Ramona  with  a  meaning  laugh. 
**Who  is  the  cJiico,  and  what  Is  the  colour 
of  his  coat  ?  " 

"  Red,  of  course,"  answered  Lucas  for  her. 
''  He  Is  one  of  those  usurping  Englishmen 
who  have  settled  like  locusts  upon  Spanish 
soil.  The  insolent  robbers  !  may  a  bad  stroke 
of  lightning  part  them  ! " 

"  Calla,  Lucas,"  said  Dona  Teresa.  *'  Our 
Lola  here  Is  half  English  herself,  and  It  is 
indecent  and  underbred  to  rail  at  them." 

"They  will  not  suffer  much,  madam,  for 
the  worst  that  he  can  say.  The  Idle  wishes 
of  the  envious  make  the  sufferers  grow  fat. 
But  when  will  the  horses  be  ready  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  Lola,  you  must  not  leave  us  quite 
so  soon.  Your  grandfather  would  think  we 
had  Ill-used  you  and  that  you  were  forced  to 
run  away." 
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"  You  could  not  gain  the  fortress  before  the 
gates  are  closed  for  the  night.  There  are  many 
leagues  to  travel,  and  It  is  now  past  two." 

'*  Five  hours  not  enough  to  cover  as  many 
leagues!"  laughed  Lola.  "I  do  not  ride  like 
the  snail  walks." 

Meanwhile  Lucas  had  exchanged  glances 
with  his  mother,  and  after  a  moment  the 
latter  said — 

**  You  cannot  ride  back  alone,  Lola ;  it 
would  not  be  formal  nor  right — even  were 
there  no  mala  gente  to  fear,  and  of  them  the 
rumours  daily  increase.  Nor  could  a  man 
to-day  be  spared  to  escort  you." 

"  I  have  affairs — in  the  town — to  which  I 
must  attend  at  once,  or  I  would  gladly  accom- 
pany you.  I  am  ready  indeed  to  act  as  your 
slave  now  or  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"  And  Miguel  ?  "  asked  Lola,  disdaining  to 
notice  Lucas  and  his  devotion. 

"  Miguel,"  said  Lucas  hastily,  "  is  behind- 
hand with  his  accounts.  Besides,  there  is  no 
horse  to  suit  so  timid  a  cavalier.  Since 
Manso  died,  there  has  remained  no  beast 
which  he  had  courage  to  mount." 


WHO  SPEAKS  TO  ME  OF  "  MUST  "  ?  39 

^'Eal  To  please  Lolita,  brother,  I  would 
seat  myself  readily  upon  the  horns  of  a 
bull." 

"  Go,  then,  and  take  your  pick,  there  are 
several  in  the  plains.  But  a  donkey  would 
suit  you  best.  Better  ride  a  donkey  that 
carries  you,  says  the  proverb,  than  a  horse 
which  kicks  you  off." 

*'  It  means,  then,'*  said  Lola,  with  rising 
anger,  "that  I  must  remain  here  or  ride  to 
Gibraltar  alone  ?  " 

"  That  surely  you  would  not  dream  xA 
doing,"  cried  Dona  Teresa  ;  **  nor,  indeed, 
could  I  permit  it.  Wait  at  least,  sweet  child, 
until  to-morrow." 

"  Manana,  then ;  to-morrow  be  it." 

But  when  the  morrow  came,  Macho,  her 
horse,  was  found  to  have  cast  a  shoe,  and 
at  the  forge  the  stupid  smith  had  cut  away 
too  much  of  the  frog. 

"  Macho  is  lame,"  said  Dona  Teresa. 

**  Surely  I  can  ride  some  other  horse  ?  " 

"  Of  course  ;  but  which,  Lucas  ?  " 

Lucas  was  doubtful.  Bandolero  had  never 
carried  a   side-saddle ;    Bavieca    was    out   of 
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sorts ;    Urdax  had  had  two  long  journeys  the 
day  before  ;  and  so  on  with  a  string  of  names. 

*'  A  mule,  then,  let  me  have,  with  pack- 
saddle  and  pillow.  To  Gibraltar  I  must 
return,  even  though  I  tramp  it  on  my  ten 
toes." 

"  This  sounds  but  discourteous  to  us," 
observed  Dona  Teresa  gravely.  *'  In  what 
have  we  offended  you  that  you  desire  so 
eagerly  to  leave  us  ?  Cannot  you  wait  but 
one  day  longer  ?" 

With  rather  a  bad  grace  Lola  submitted,  and 
by  degrees  a  third  day  passed,  just  as  had  the 
first  and  second.  But  for  the  fear  that  Frank 
might  arrive  at  Gibraltar  during  her  absence, 
there  would  have  been  little  at  which  she 
could  chafe.  The  hours  were  monotonous, 
but  not  more  so  than  many  she  had  passed 
at  Aeua  Dulce  before,  and  her  cousins  were 
kind  to  her  still,  in  spite  of  their  expressed 
chagrin  at  her  wish  to  leave  them  so  soon. 
Ramona,  indeed,  was  so  wrapt  in  Lola,  that 
she  never  let  the  girl  out  of  her  sight;  and 
Lola  remembered  this  later  on,  when  there 
was  no  longer  an  attempt  to  keep  up  appear- 
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ances,  and  it  became  evident  that  she  was 
to  be  detained  indefinitely  at  Agua  Dulce, 
whether  she  wished  it  or  not. 

The  first  suspicion  of  this  crossed  her 
mind  when  she  discovered  that  night  that, 
in  spite  of  repeated  promises,  her  shutters  still 
fastened  with  a  spring  she  did  not  under- 
stand. She  complained  to  Ramona  that 
her  windows  were  practically  locked  on  the 
outside. 

'*  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Ramona ;  "  they  were 
within  reach  of  the  ground.  The  walls  ©f 
the  corral  might  be  scaled  ;  thieves  might 
easily  enter." 

"  What !  "  said  Lola  derisively.  '^  Do  you 
put  bolts  outside  a  door  to  prevent  thieves 
from  coming  in  ?  " 

**  No,  no  ;  there  are  bolts  also  inside.  But 
if  they  tried  those  outer  ones  they  would  be 
heard." 

**  Give  me  some  other  room  then.  This 
seems  like  a  cage." 

"It  is  too  late,  Lollta,  now.  To-mor- 
row " 


''To-morrow  I  start  for  home." 
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"  Yes  ;  to-morrow  you  start  for  home. 
Can  you  not  endure  this  poor  room  for  one 
night  longer,  no  more  ?  " 

There  were  many  more  excuses  forth- 
coming the  following  morning  to  stay  Lola's 
departure.  There  was  talk  of  a  tertulia  in 
the  town — would  she  not  stay  to  renew  her 
acquaintance  with  the  young  polios  of  Xi- 
mena  ?  What  inducement  could  a  terttiliay 
with  its  glasses  of  cold  water  and  azucarillaSy 
the  music  of  a  zambomba,  and  its  local  gossip, 
be  to  our  fashionable  Dolores  ?  She  said  as 
much  ;  and  with  such  an  air  of  contempt  as 
made  most  of  her  hearers  indignant  at  the 
insult  passed  upon  their  festivities.  Then 
Lucas  came  in  open-mouthed  to  relate  an 
outrage  perpetrated  only  the  night  before  by 
mala  gente — a  band  of  evilly-disposed  rateros 
who  had  descended  from  the  Sierra,  spoiled 
a  neighbouring  cortljo,  and  carried  off  its 
owner  to  their  mountains. 

"  Dios  mio  I "  cried  Dona  Teresa,  crossing 
herself.  **  Has  it  come  to  this !  in  our  quiet 
corner,  which  no  noise  of  crime  has  troubled 
these  many  years  !  " 
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*'  Have  the  villains  been  pursued  ?  "  asked 
the  valorous  Miguel. 

**  No,  hijo','  replied  Lucas.  "  The  civiles 
are  withdrawn,  as  you  know,  to  fight  for 
the  cause  of  order,  and  in  their  absence  we 
have  no  protectors — but  a  few  brave  gentle- 
men like  yourself  Will  you  join  in  the 
chase  ?  '* 

''  I  am  ready,"  replied  Miguel,  turning 
rather  pale.     "  Are  there  many  ?  " 

**  The  band  is  a  large  one  :  it  has  been 
reinforced  by  several  presidarios  (galley 
slaves),  who  have  burst  their  bonds  over 
yonder  upon  the  great  Rock,  and  given  the 
idle  English  the  slip." 

'*  Child,"  said  Teresa  to  Lola,  **  it  is  a 
mercy  you  did  not  start  as  you  had  pro- 
posed ;  even  now  you  might  be  a  prisoner  in 
their  hands." 

Lola,  however,  was  by  no  means  alive  to 
the  danger,  and  in  her  secret  heart  treated 
the  whole  story  with  contempt,  as  the  merest 
fabrication. 

"  Pouf !  I  should  have  no  fear  to  travel  the 
road  a  dozen  times  over." 
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**  Vayal  but  you  have  courage,  Lola,"  said 
Ramona. 

*'  Such  as  I  have  not,"  added  her  mother. 
*'  I  cannot  suffer  you  to  leave  us  yet,  Dolores, 
at  least,  not  until  we  know  the  road  is  safe." 

"  P^tes,  Senora,  then  stay  I  will  not,"  cried 
our  heroine  hotly.  ''If  I  waited  till  these 
paper  brigands  have  been  pursued  and  caught, 
here  would  I  end  my  days.  Throw  this  bone 
to  another  doof.     I  do  not  believe  in  such  sonors 

o  o 

as  these." 

**  You  discredit  my  sacred  word  ? "  asked 
Lucas,  turning  red.  "  Is,  then,  the  name  of 
liar  Inscribed  upon  my  face  ?  Pues  no  faltaba 
mas — no  more  was  wanted — this  indeed  fills 
the  cup." 

"  You  have  been  imposed  upon,  Lucas." 

"  There  lives  not  In  AndalucIa  the  man  that 
would  Impose  upon  Lucas  Penaflor.  This 
that  I  tell  you,  Senorita,  is  the  truth.  Rater os 
there  are,  here  in  the  plains  close  at  hand — 
fnala  gente  that  would  ask  no  better  spoil 
than  the  granddaughter  of  a  Rico  like  Don 
Mariano  Bellota." 

"  Mala  gente  there  are,  no  doubt ;  but  not  In 
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the  plain  ;  they  might  be  found  nearer  by  those 
who  cared  to  search." 

''  I  tell  you,  child,"  interposed  Dona  Teresa 
peremptorily,  "  that  you  cannot,  you  must  not 
leave  us  yet." 

*'  Who  speaks  to  me  of  must  ? '' 

*'  Your  grandfather  has  entrusted  you  to  my 
care ;  and  it  is  for  him  I  speak.  Here  for  the 
present,  Dolores,  you  must  remain." 

"  yamas :  never,  unless  by  force." 

*'It  is  only  headstrong  children  that  must  be 
compelled  by  force."  ^ 

"You  shall  not  keep  me.  I  will  go  to  the 
authority,  to  the  alcalde,  and  claim  my  rights. 
Who  are  you  to  dare  to  imprison  me  ?  I  owe 
you  no  allegiance ;  you  have  no  right,  no 
power,  to  detain  me  here.'^ 

"  Right  and  power  both,  Dolores,  when  that 
which  we  do  is  clearly  for  your  good.  It 
would  be  wildest  madness  to  expose  you  now 
to  risk  such  as  " 

'' Ea!''  cried  Lola,  "you  cannot  deceive  me 
thus.  Call  things  by  their  right  names.  The 
road  to  the  Rock  is  safe  enough.  It  is  not  for 
me  you  tremble ;  speak  more   plainly,  confess 
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that  my  wicked  ahcelo  charged  you  to  keep  me 
here  against  my  will.  Cease  your  subterfuges, 
your  paltry  excuses  which  I  will  no  longer 
believe.  I  have  fallen  into  a  trap  ;  you  have 
combined  with  him,  unkind  and  heartless 
deceivers,  and  I  am  a  helpless  victim." 

''  Such  language  111  becomes  a  modest  girl. 
That  you  should  show  scant  reverence  for  your 
elders,  I  pass  over,  at  least  spare  your  grand- 
father. He  does  not  deserve  your  reproaches, 
and  has  no  thought  but  your  happiness  and 
welfare." 

''Senora,  of  his  great  affection  I  have  made 
full  proof  ere  this.  I  owe  him  no  thanks,  nor 
you.  But  it  Is  idle  for  me  to  struggle.  I 
know  that  for  the  present  I  must  submit.  May 
the  Holy  Virgin  give  me  strength  to  endure  so 
much  harshness  and  cruelty." 

*'  Why  do  you  anticipate  evil  ?  Who  talks 
of  harsh  treatment  ?  " 

*'  Am  I  not  a  prisoner  ?  " 

"  No  ! " 

"  Then  may  I  return  to  Gibraltar  without 
delay  ?  " 

**  That  were  Impossible,  and  for  the  reasons 
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that  you  know.  Be  content,  Dolores :  we 
mean  you  well,  we  do  indeed." 

But  from  this  moment  there  was  no  more 
attempt  to  keep  up  appearances.  Lola  was  in 
durance,  a  prisoner  to  all  intents  and  purposes, 
confined  within  four  walls,  free  only  to  walk 
the  narrow  strip  of  garden  within  the  enclosure 
of  the  Cortijo,  and  even  here  she  was  under 
the  constantly  watchful  eye  of  Ramona  or 
Dona  Teresa  herself  There  was  no  lonofer 
any  mystery  about  the  fastenings  of  her  bed- 
room shutters ;  indeed,  she  was  openly  locked 
in  every  night  when  she  retired  to  rest. 

Poor  child  1  Of  all  the  troubles  that  had 
overtaken  her,  this  appeared  by  far  the  most 
severe.  Yet,  with  courage  heightened  by 
the  injustice  under  which  she  suffered,  she 
did  her  best  to  comfort  herself  calmly, 
although  fretting  inwardly  with  a  pain  it 
was  difficult  to  conceal.  She  seemed  friend- 
less and  without  hope.  They  were  all  against 
her.  Dona  Teresa  was  a  cruel  gaoler,  from 
whom  it  was  idle  to  expect  sympathy  or  a 
single  kind  word ;  Ramona,  under  her,  acted 
as   police    attendant   and   spy  ;    Lucas,  rough 
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and  coarse  by  nature,  was  now  a  thousand 
times  more  hateful,  when  brutal  indifference 
replaced  his  former  fulsome  attentions.  Ale- 
jandro was  absent  serving  with  his  regiment 
in  Catalonia,  or  she  might  have  gained 
something  by  appealing  to  his  chivalry  as 
an  officer  and  a  gentleman ;  only  Miguel 
remained — kind-hearted  little  Miguel,  cipher 
and  butt  for  the  whole  family,  but  he  was 
too  timid  and  insignificant  she  feared  to  take 
the  cudgel  of  championship  for  any  damsel 
in  distress. 

And  so  the  days  passed  on  in  monotonous 
sequence,  one  the  exact  counterpart  of  the 
other,  till  she  had  been  more  than  a  fort- 
night at  Agua  Dulce.  How  much  longer 
was  this  to  last  ?  As  her  case  grew  more 
and  more  hopeless,  her  heart  began  to  fail 
her,  and  her  wretchedness,  in  spite  of  all  her 
efforts  at  concealment,  was  plainly  visible 
upon  her  sad,  pale  face  and  in  her  wistful 
eyes.  She  hardly  spoke,  replying  only 
in  monosyllables  when  any  of  the  family 
addressed  her ;  and  she  seldom  left  the 
house.     What  pleasure  could   it   give  her   to 
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pace  beneath  the  olive-trees  In  the  small 
orchard  garden,  or  walk  in  the  corral  under 
Ramona's  watchful  escort  ?  She  saw  no  new 
faces.  Under  ordinary  circumstances  few 
people  visited  the  Cortljo  except  on  busi- 
ness, and  these  never  came  to  the  private 
part  of  the  house.  Now  and  again  a  passing 
arriero  halted  to  water  his  horse,  or  an 
Importunate  beggar,  refusing  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  empty  '^ por  dios  herma7iol'  came  in 
at  the  principal  door  to  claim  alms  as  a 
matter  of  right.  But  in  no  case  was  LoJa 
suffered  to  have  conversation  with  them, 
and,  through  them,  an  opportunity  of  com- 
municating with  the  outside  world.  Our 
heroine  in  truth  was  growing  desperate. 

Was  there  no  prospect  of  relief  for  her  ? 
Her  one  sole  hope  was  Frank,  and  from 
him  she  was  parted  by  a  terrible  gulf.  Yet, 
confident  In  the  Impetuous  energy  of  his 
nature,  she  tried  to  console  herself  with  the 
thought  that  he  must  ere  long  contrive  to 
come  to  her.  He  must  surely  be  able  to 
devise  some  method  of  eluding  the  vigilance 
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of  those  by  whom  she  was  surrounded.    Why, 
why  did  he  delay  ? 

Then  followed,  with  the  reaction  of  hope 
deferred,  an  almost  sickening  terror  that 
she  was  deserted, .  forgotten ;  it  was  time 
that  she  were  dead.  Paco  was  neglecting 
her  and  leaving  her  to  her  fate.  For  the 
moment,  in  face  of  this  terrible  and  over- 
whelming apprehension,  all  other  woes  were 
dwarfed  to  nothing.  She  could  face  imprison- 
ment, harshness,  and  cruel  neglect,  but  she 
could  not  surrender  her  faith  in  Frank 
Wriottesley.  Then,  as  rapidly,  she  took 
heart  of  grace,  and  concluded  that  he  did 
not  come  to  her,  because  she  was  too  effec- 
tually concealed.  If  she  could  but  give  him 
a  hint  as  to  her  present  condition,  no  obstacles, 
she  felt  certain,  would  keep  him  long  from 
her  side. 

But  how  was  she  to  convey  a  message 
to  Gibraltar  from  Agua  Dulce  ?  They  were 
all  suspicious  of  her,  and  watched  her  closely 
day  and  night.  All  were  against  her — all 
except  Miguel,  and  him  they  evidently  dis- 
trusted,  and    kept    as    far   as    possible    at    a 
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distance  from  her.  If  she  could  but  speak 
■with  him  alone,  she  might  perhaps  win  him 
to  her  side.  Miguel  was  hardly  as  ruthless 
as  the  rest,  and  his  evident  pity  at  her 
distress  would  probably  be  increased  by  her 
pleadings  till  he  became  ready  to  do  his 
utmost  to  serve  her. 

Quite  by  chance  one  evening  came  the 
occasion  for  which  Lola  longed.  Supper 
was  laid ;  Dona  Teresa  with  Miguel  and 
Lola  were  seated  in  the  comedor  or  dining- 
room,  while  Ramona  in  the  kitchen  gaVe 
the  last  artistic  touches  to  a  savoury  stew. 
Suddenly  Dona  Teresa  was  called  away.  * 

"  Miguel,"  said  Lola  at  once,  "  you  are 
good  and  kind,  and  have  professed  ever  to 
be  my  friend,  help  me  now  in  my  dire 
distress." 

'' Prima y  It  goes  to  my  heart  to  see  you 
thus  tearful  always  and  sad.  But  I  am 
powerless.    Who  listens  to  me  in  this  house  ?  " 

"  That  is  but  an  excuse,  Miguelito.  You 
are  afraid.  Do  you  call  yourself  a  gentleman, 
a  caballerOy  and  yet  refuse  to  be  my 
friend  ?  " 
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"  I   do   not   fear ;    I    would    face   an   eight- 
year  bull  to  give  you  pleasure." 

*'  Then  prove  your  words.  Help  me  but 
out  of  this  calabozo  (dungeon),  and  you  shall 
earn  a  rich  reward.  My  Paco  Is  rich ;  he 
will  give  you — the  wealth  of  the  Indies 
— what  you  ask." 

"  Senoritay  you  say  I  am  no  gentleman, 
doubtless  you  think  so,  or  you  would  not 
Insult  me  with  such  an  offer.  If  I  serve 
you,  It  will  be  from  compassion,  from  pure 
ofood-wlll." 

"  Then  you  do  not  refuse  ?  May  all  the 
Saints  in  Heaven  bless  you,"  cried  Dolores 
taking   his   hands. 

*'  But,  Lola,  what  can  I  do  ?  Think  you 
that  they  would  suffer  me  to  carry  you  off 
by  force  ?  I  am  but  one,  and  they  many, 
they  would  eat  me  alive." 

*'  The  battle  Is  not  always  to  the  strong  ; 
the  tortoise  beat  the  hare.  But  this  at 
least  you  can  do :  Inform  my  novio  that  I 
am  here  In  jail !  " 

"  Gladly, /rz;;^^  ;  that  and  more.  But  how  ? 
Lucas    will     not     suffer     me     to     leave    the 
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farm.  You  are  not  the  only  prisoner  at 
Agua  Dulce." 

"  Send  a  letter  for  me." 

"Who  would  take  It?" 

"  Ea  I  "  cried  Lola  scornfully.  "■  You  have 
no  real  desire  to  help  me.  Why  waste 
more  words  ?  Eat  then  your  supper  and 
sleep  In  safety.  Your  heart  is  not  so  big 
as  a  sparrow's  ! " 

*'  Let  me  but  have  time,  Lolita  mia,  I 
will  do  all  you  wish.  If  I  hesitate  it  is 
that  we  may  not  fail."  • 

**  You  are  true,  Miguel  ?  "  said  Lola  looking 
straight  at  him.  **  You  will  not  sacrifice 
me  ?     Can  I  trust  you  ?  " 

*'WIth  your  life — I  swear  It." 

Then  Dona  Teresa  returned,  and  Lola  had 
no  further  opportunity  of  conversing  with 
Miguel   that   night. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

SOME    OLD    FRIENDS    FALL    OUT. 

*'  I  HAVE  been  given  to  understand,  Francis, 
that  you  have  been  some  weeks  In  England. 
Can  this  be  possible  ?  Friends  write  me  word 
that  they  have  seen  you  in  the  Park,  that 
they  meet  you  at  people's  houses.  No  doubt 
you  have  been  enjoying  yourself  much — so 
much,  that  you  appear  to  have  forgotten  the 
fact  of  my  existence. 

"  Whether  this  is  quite  In  accordance  with 
the  respect  you  owe  me,  I  leave  it  to  you 
yourself  to  judge. 

"  I  send  this  to  your  club,  as  I  hardly  know 
where  else  to  address  you." 

This  letter  Frank  received  from  Grimswych 
a    day    or    two    before     Lola    left    England. 
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Doubtful  how  deep  he  might  be  in  his 
uncle's  bad  books,  he  paid  a  visit  at  once  to 
Mr  Pownceby  In  Lincoln's  Inn,  who  Indeed 
gave  him  little  encouragement. 

*'Sir  Hector  has  been  rather  put  out,  Mr 
Francis.  He  has  sent  more  than  once  to 
know  how  your  account  stood,  and  whether 
we  were  aware  of  any  outstanding  liabilities. 
I  could  not  altogether  conceal  from  him  that 
you  had  been  drawing  heavily  of  late  ;  and, 
if  you  will  permit  me  to  say  so,  I  should 
recommend  you  not  to  irritate  him  just  •at 
present." 

"  I  had  better  go  down  to  Grimswych,  I 
think." 

''  Yes ;  I  would,  Mr  Francis.  You  know 
it  always  simplifies  matters  when  you  see  him 
in  person.     I  should  go  at  once. 

"  I  cannot  for  two  days." 

"  That  is — pardon  me — most  unwise.  After 
that  letter  I  should  take  the  first  train  down." 

"  But  there  are  imperative  reasons  why  I 
should  postpone  it  for  at  least  two  days.  I 
must  go  to  Southampton  to-morrow." 

''Ah!"  said   Mr  Pownceby,  as  if  he  knew 
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all  about  it.  Then  shaking  his  head  sagely, 
he  went  on  with  his  arguments.  Delay  was 
most  unwise.  Sir  Hector  was  growing  very 
tetchy  In  his  old  age.  He  would  resent  any- 
thing like  neglect.  There  might  be  serious 
risk  in  angering  him. 

"And  Sir  Hector,  Mr  Francis,  is  just  now 
possessed  with  a  rather  strange  illusion.  He 
fancies  himself  extremely  poor." 

Frank  smiled. 

"Surely  his  affairs" he  began. 

"  You  may,  I  think,  rely  upon  me,  Mr 
Francis.  His  rent-roll  is  increasing,  not  dimin- 
ishing. This  is  only  a  passing  fancy.  But  I 
tell  you  of  it  In  order  that  you  may  avoid  the 
weak  spot.  Don't  ask  him  for  money  if  you 
can  help  it." 

Frank  looked  grave. 

"  Fm  sorry  to  say  I  have  come  home  with 
no  other  object." 

Mr  Pownceby  shook  his  head. 

"Sir  Hector  talks  already  as  if  you  had 
brought  him  to  the  verge  of  pauperism. '^ 

"  Why,  I  have  asked  for  no  more  than  he 
has  often  given  me  of  his  own  free  will  and 
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accord.  What  has  put  this  strange  notion 
into  his  head  ?  '* 

"  I  make  no  accusations,  Mr  Francis,  but 
I  would  wish  to  put  you  on  your  guard. 
There  are  influences  at  work  at  Grimswych 
which  are  certainly  adverse  to  you.  That  is 
why  I  think  your  immediate  presence  there  is 
of  such  vital  importance." 

What  did  this  mean  ?  Frank  pressed  Mr 
Pownceby  to  be  more  explicit,  but,  with  the 
customary  caution  of  his  cloth,  the  old  lawyer 
would  not  commit  himself  further.  It  was 
with  some  misgivings,  therefore,  when  his 
painful  farewells  were  said  to  Lola  that 
Frank  hastened  to  pay  a  visit  to  his  uncle  at 
Grimswych  Hall. 

He  was  not  expected,  of  course,  and  there 
was  no  one  to  meet  him  at  the  station.  Arrived 
at  the  house  itself,  Butterfield,  the  old  butler, 
came  forward  after  some  delay  and  gave  him  a 
sort  of  stiff,  uncivil  welcome. 

*'  Mr  Francis  !  can  I  believe  my  eyes  ? " 
The  man  was  holding  the  door  only  half- 
open,  and  seemed  indisposed  to  let  Frank 
in. 
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"Well,  Butterfield,  am  I  to  remain  here  on 
the  doorstep  all  day  ?  " 

"  Hoh  no,  sir,  if  so  be  as  you  wish  to  come 
in.  We  thought  perhaps  you  would  not  care 
to  visit  the  house  again." 

There  was  so  much  unmistakable  insolence 
in  his  manner,  that  Frank  guessed  at  once  that 
this  was  the  enemy  to  whom  Mr  Pownceby  had 
vaguely  referred. 

"  I'd  come  back  once  more,  Butterfield, 
whatever  happens,  only  to  settle  accounts 
with  you.  Stand  aside.  Where  is  your 
master  ?  " 

Frank  passed  into  the  hall  as  if  the  place 
were  already  his  own. 

''  Where  is  Sir  Hector,  I  say  ?  " 

*'  In  the  justice-room.  He  lives  there  mostly. 
All  the  rest  of  the  house  is  shut  up.  Such 
calls  as  he Ve  had  upon  him  lately !  Can't 
afford  to  keep  the  place  agoing  much  longer." 

"  You're  all  bound  for  the  workhouse,  I 
suppose,"  said  Frank. 

"  And  no  wonder ;  some  people's  so  extra- 
vagant. He've  put  down  the  carriage  and 
sold     your     second     horse.       This     year     he 
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wouldn't  go  to  London,  except  for  a  month 
before  Heaster,  and  now  he's  let  the  house  in 
Heaton  Square — all  along  of  wasteful,  spend- 
thrift ways.  But  he  won't  stand  it,  Mr  Francis  ; 
the  worm  '11  turn." 

'*  Quite  so  !  and  so  shall  I,  which  it  may  be 
to  your  advantage  to  hear,  my  friend.  But  I 
don't  intend  to  bandy  words  with  such  as  you. 
I  shall  explain  what  is  necessary  to  my  uncle 
myself. '^ 

*'  You  can't  see  him  till  I've  told  him  you're 
here.  His  orders  is  quite  positive,  Mr 
Francis." 

"  Thank  you,  Mr  Butterfield ;  you  are  very 
kind,  but  I  do  not  choose  to  wait  for  your 
good  word.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  will  you  ?  " 
cried  Frank,  suddenly  changing  his  tone,  and 
lookinof  so  menacinof  that  Butterfield  let  him 
pass  without  further  ado.  But  as  Frank  dis- 
appeared the  butler  sent  after  him  a  scowl  of 
satisfaction,  as  if  he  foresaw  what  would  be 
the  result  of  the  coming  interview. 

The  fact  was,  that  from  the  first  there 
had  never  been  much  love  lost  between 
these  two.     Before  Frank's  advent  Mr  Butter- 
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field  had  been  a  great  personage  at  Grlms- 
wych,  only  second  Indeed  to  Sir  Hector 
himself.  He  formed  himself  as  far  as  was 
possible  upon  his  master's  model,  imitated 
his  speech  as  nearly  as  he  could,  dressed 
after  him  as  closely  as  he  dared,  and  held 
up  perpetually  a  sort  of  uncomplimentary 
mirror  In  which  Sir  Hector,  had  he  cared 
to  look,  might  have  seen  himself  distorted 
and  grotesquely  caricatured.  So  servilely 
did  Mr  Butterfield  reproduce  his  master, 
that  he  took  also  the  colour  of  his  moods. 
When  Sir  Hector  frowned,  the  butler  made 
the  servant's  hall  tremble  under  his  tongue ; 
when  Sir  Hector  was  pleased,  Mr  Butter- 
field  might  have  secured  an  engagement  as 
a  jester  at  any  penny-gaff  or  free-and-easy 
in  the  East    End. 

He  had  been  naturally  an  object  of  rever- 
ence with  all  the  aspirants  to  Sir  Hectors 
favour ;  they  had  recognised  In  him  an 
official  with  much  influence  at  court,  and, 
acting  under  home  advice,  they  generally 
sought  by  subserviency  or  fair  promises  to 
continue  in   his   good  graces.      In   return  he 
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patronised  them  one  by  one,  as  they  rose 
to  favour  and  fell,  giving  them  a  helping 
hand  up,  but  as  often  as  not  kicking  away 
the  ladder  and  expediting  their  decline  and 
fall.  Frank  had  never  thus  kootooed  to  him  ; 
and  this  was  an  injury  grievous  to  bear. 
But  the  butler  was  wise  in  his  generation, 
and  he  did  not  dare  interfere  with  a  lad 
who  grew  more  and  more  firmly  fixed  in 
Sir  Hector's  affections.  He  would  have  given 
much  to  drag  Frank  down  from  his  pedestal, 
but  he  had  not  the  courage  to  make  the 
attempt.  The  years  passed,  and  as  Frank 
became  indisputably  recognised  as  the  heir, 
Butterfield's  outward  manner  changed ;  he 
rendered  much  lip-service  and  surface-homage, 
but  at  heart  he  hated  the  young  fellow 
still.  Frank,  too,  in  his  wild,  youthful  spirits, 
had  more  than  once  made  the  man  his 
butt,  filling  his  pockets  with  caterpillars, 
sewing  up  the  ends  of  his  coat-sleeves  as 
it  hung  in  the  butlers  pantry  while  Butter- 
field  was  busy  cleaning  the  plate,  and  on 
one  occasion  setting  an  ingenious  trap — a 
wire    stretched    from    the    side-board    to   the 
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dining-room  table — over  which  the  poor  man 
stumbled  and  fell  with  a  tray  of  glass  in 
his  hand. 

All  this  and  more,  Butterfield  treasured 
up  against  Frank,  and  waited,  hoping 
his  turn  might  come.  The  first  opening 
that  offered  would  be  assuredly  turned  to 
our  hero's  disadvantage.  Like  other  confi- 
dential servants,  Butterfield  was  fairly  well 
posted  in  his  master's  affairs;  he  read  a  good 
deal  of  his  master's  correspondence  ;  having 
thus  all  the  delight  of  receiving  pleasing 
letters  without  the  trouble  of  answering  them, 
while  those  that  were  unsatisfactory  gave 
him  no  annoyance  at  all.  In  this  way  he 
was  soon  aware  that  unpleasant  news  had 
come  from  Gibraltar,  and  he  chuckled  to 
think  that  Frank  had  laid  himself  open  at 
last.  Now  his  tongue,  which  prudence  had 
hitherto  tied,  was  unloosed  to  spit  forth 
venomous  shafts  against  the  absent  and  de- 
fenceless youth.  He  lost  no  opportunity, 
by  artful  inuendoes,  to  injure  and  wound. 
Having  gained  his  information  surreptitiously, 
he  did  not  dare   refer  in  so  many  words  to 
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what  had  passed  at  Gibraltar,  but  he  humoured 
his  master's  fad  for  miserliness,  and  laid 
the  whole  blame  on  Frank.  By  the  time 
our  hero  returned  to  Grimswych,  the  ground 
was  all  undermined ;  at  any  moment  there 
might  be  an  explosion,  and  he  with  his 
hopes  blown  into  a  thousand  pieces,  sky- 
high. 

Frank  stood  before  his  uncle.  He  had 
knocked  gently  at  the  door,  but  had  entered 
without  waiting  for  the  usual  "Come  in." 
The  old  gentleman,  who  was  reading,  said 
testily — 

"  I  did  not  ring.  What  brings  you  here, 
Butterfield  ?  I  said  you  were  never  to 
disturb  me   in   the   forenoon." 

"  It  is  not  Butterfield,"  began  Frank,  and 
the  sound  of  his  voice  of  course  betrayed 
him  at  once. 

** Francis!"  cried  Sir  Hector,  rising  promptly 
to  his  full  height,  and  taking  his  post  on 
the  hearth-rug. 

"  Who  sent  for  you  ?  " 

His  shrewd,  fierce  eyes  flared  out  from 
under    his    bushy    white    brows,    like    lights 
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from  under  a  penthouse  roof.  He  looked 
very  stern ;  his  mouth,  clean-shaven  and 
plainly  visible,  was  drawn  down,  and  there 
was  anger  even  in  his  beaked  nose. 

''  Did   not  you  ?  " 

''Not  I,  sir ;  I  can  survive  your  absence. 
If  you  do  not  think  fit  to  come  of  your 
own  accord,  I  shall  never  send  in  pursuit  of 
you." 

Sir  Hector's  tone  was  so  differont  to  that 
which  he  generally  adopted,  that  Frank  knew 
something  was  wrong. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  was  detained  on  the  way  " 

"  I  can  admit  no  excuses.  Nothing  should 
have  detained  you.  Your  first  duty  was 
to  come  to  me." 

"  I    only   arrived  " 

"  I  know  when  you  arrived.  You  have 
had  time  enough  to  travel  round  by  the  North 
Pole ;  yet  Grimswych  is  not  a  hundred  miles 
from  town." 

"  If  you  will  not  hear  my  excuses,  I  will 
not  attempt  to  make  them,"  said  Frank, 
rather  hotly. 

Sir  Hector  waved  his  hand.  ' 
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"  Spare  me  your  heroics,  sir.  May  I  ask 
what  brings  you  thus  unexpectedly  to  Eng- 
land ?  More  money,  I  suppose  ?  It  is  time 
I  should  speak  In  plain  language.  My  means 
will  not  admit  of  this  constant  drain.  I  have 
already  been  compelled  to  retrench  " 

**  You  shall  not  have  reason  to  complain 
of  me  again,  Uncle  Hector.  I  wish  to  be  a 
burthen  on  no  one.  I  owe  you  much  already, 
I  know,  more  than  I  can  ever  repay,  but  I 
will  accept  no  more." 

*'  Where  are  you  going,  pray  ?  "  • 

"  I  see  I  am  not  welcome  here ;  I  shall 
return  to  town  and  then  rejoin  my  regiment 
at  Gibraltar." 

*'  To  Gibraltar,  of  course.  Your  affections 
are  centred  there,  I  know,"  said  Sir  Hector 
with  a  sneer.  "You  wish,  no  doubt,  to  con- 
tinue your  philandering  with  this  common 
person  whom  you  wished  to  foist  upon  me 
as  your  bride.  I  confess  your  matchless  auda- 
city at  the  moment  staggered  me.  A  girl 
altogether  beneath  you  in  station" 

"  Oh  no,  Uncle  Hector ;  there  you  are 
mistaken." 

VOL.  III.  E 
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"Silence,  Francis.  I  am  perfectly  well 
Informed.     She  Is  not  even  a  lady." 

"  Why,  she  has  been  living  for  months  with 
the  Ladles  Fairfax !  " 

"  As  companion  or  lady's  maid  ?  " 

"  As  their  guest  and  Intimate  friend,"  re- 
plied Frank  with  rising  wrath.  *'  Is  it  likely 
that  they  would  receive  her  If  she  were  not 
a  gentlewoman  ?  " 

"  Women  are  fools  enough  for  anything. 
They  cannot  have  known  her  antecedents." 

"  And  do  you  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  from  beginning  to  end." 

"You  can  have  heard  no  harm  of  Dolores 
Bellota.  A  more  pure  and  guileless  being 
does  not  exist  beneath  God^s  sky." 

"  Ta,  ta !  your  fly-away  similes  will  not 
serve,  Francis.  Rhapsodical  arguments  are 
for  lovers,  not  for  men  of  my  time  of  life. 
I  tell  you  I  know  all  about  her." 

"  Then  I  defy  you  to  say  you  know  any- 
thing to  her  disadvantage  !  " 

*'  I  know  this,  Francis,  that  the  only  rela- 
tion she  has  alive  Is  a  disreputable  old  Jew 
money-lender — perhaps   you  are  deep    in    his 
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books  already — and  that  her  mother  was  no 
better  than  she  should  be." 

*'  Pray,  uncle,  do  not  talk  in  this  manner. 
I  should  be  sorry  indeed  to  quarrel  with  you, 
but  I  cannot  listen  in  patience." 

"  That  no  one  knows  who  was  her  father  " 

"  Uncle,  you  are  going  too  far." 

"  And  that  she  herself,  this  angelic  piece 
of  goods  of  whom  you  rave — she  herself" 

**  Silence  ! "  thundered  Frank.  "  I  owe 
you  much.  Uncle  Hector — years  of  kindness, 
education,  my  present  position  in  life ;  but 
had  you  trebled,  quadrupled,  increased  a 
thousand-fold  the  benefits  for  which  I  must 
always  be  grateful,  it  would  not  justify  such 
language  concerning  the  girl  I  love.  Some 
foul  wretch  has  poisoned  your  mind  against 
her  —  she  is  the  sweetest  child  that  ever 
lived.     She    can    bear    comparison    with    the 

best  in  the  land  ;  she,  she But  it  is  idle 

for  me  to  seek  to  plead ;  you  have  resolved 
to  drive  me  from  you.  I  have  lost  your 
affections  I  see,  and  this  is  but  a  subterfuge 
to  bring  matters  to  a  head.  You  would  fasten 
a   quarrel  upon  me ;    you  wish   to   make   me 
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forget  myself,  and  what  Is  due  to  you,  my 
first  and  greatest  friend.  It  Is  not  necessary. 
I  can  understand  It  all.  I  will  go  ;  I  will  no 
longer  trespass  on  your  kindness.  Good-bye, 
Uncle  Hector.  The  day  will  come,  perhaps, 
when  you  will  regret  your  hasty  words  and 
your  harsh  treatment.     Good-bye  ! " 

"Francis!  Francis!"  cried  Sir  Hector  in 
a  low  quavering  voice,  *'  come  back.  I  can 
prove  what  I  say.     Come  back,  come  back  !  " 

But  Francis  was  gone.  Presently  Sir 
Hector  rose  and  rang  the  bell  furiously. 

"  Mr  Francis,  Butterfield ;  have  you  seen 
him  ?     Has  he  left  the  house  ?  " 

*'  He  have.  Sir  Hector ;  he  tore  out  as  If 
the  bailiffs  were  after  him,  as  It's  my  belief 
they  are  ;  and  he'd  have  knocked  me  down 
if  I'd  a  let  him." 

"  Don't  stand  chattering  there !  Go,  run, 
saddle  a  horse,  send  the  groom." 

''  You  surely  would  not  ask  him  to  come  back, 

Sir  Hector  ?    The  ungratefullest and  after 

all  he's  had,  to  say  such  things  of  you  " 

"What?    When?" 

"  Just   as   he   was   a  leaving.       He    swore 
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that    he'd    never    darken   these   doors  again. 
He  called  you  all  sorts  of  names,  Sir  Hector." 

"  That  will  do,  Butterfield.  You  can  leave 
the  room.  Mr  Francis  seems  determined 
to  make  the  breach  inseparable ;  I  do  not 
wish  to  hear  his  name  again." 

But  the  old  gentleman  was  miserable  for 
the  rest  of  the  day.  He  could  not  absolve 
himself  from  harshness;  he  could  not  forget 
in  one  short  day  the  years  of  affectionate 
intercourse  with  Frank ;  he  could  not  without 
a  sharp  pang  tear  the  young  fellow  out*  of 
his  heart.  These  feelings  were  strengthened 
by  a  night's  rest,  and  early  next  day  he 
settled  himself  down  to  send  an  olive  branch 
by  writing  the  following  letter,  which  was 
put  into  Frank's  hands  by  Butterfield  just  as 
he  was  leaving  England. 

Not  without  tenderness  Frank  noted  the 
tremulous  characters.  Had  emotion  and  re- 
morse helped  to  increase  the  natural  feeble- 
ness of  age  ?  What  could  have  induced  the 
old  man  to  write  ?    Then  he  read  : — 

"  Instead  of  leaving  me,  Francis,  with  such 
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hasty  and  unbridled  passion,  you  might  have 
paused  to  inquire  whether  I  had  not  grounds 
for  refusing  my  consent  to  your  marriage 
with  this  nameless  Spanish  girl.  You  looked 
on  my  determination,  doubtless,  as  the  ob- 
stinacy of  a  silly  old  man.  I  am  old,  but 
I  am  not  silly,  and  the  decisions  at  which 
I  arrive  are  deduced  logically  from  substan- 
tial bases  of  fact.  Read  the  enclosed,  and 
then  tell  me  whether  I  was  not  entirely  jus- 
tified in  the  language  I  used.  This  letter 
I  send  you  is  not  a  mere  fabrication,  I  am 
sure.  I  should  never  have  relied  upon  such 
a  production  alone,  but  unhappily  from  the 
inquiries  I  have  made  I  find  that  all  its  alle- 
gations are  substantially  true. 

"It  grieves  me  to  think  that  the  cordial 
understanding  which  has  hitherto  existed 
between  us  should  have  come  so  suddenly  to 
an  end  ;  and  yet,  Francis,  I  am  ready  to  meet 
you  half-way.  Humour  me  but  in  this  one 
thing ;  break  off  your  connection  with  this 
person  who  is  so  entirely  unworthy  of  you, 
and  we  will  say  no  more  about  the  past." 
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A  temperate  letter,  simple,  straightforward, 
almost  touching  in  its  tone,  and  from  it 
Frank  turned  with  a  sigh  to  the  enclosure  it 
contained. 

This  was  Mrs  Sproule's  anonymous  com- 
munication, couched  in  her  own  language  but 
in  the  handwriting  of  Ciruelas.  It  was  ad- 
dressed to  Sir  Hector,  as  we  know,  and  was 
cleverly  calculated  to  set  him  strongly  against 
Lola.  It  drew  back  the  veil  from  the  past, 
tore  to  shreds  the  reputation  of  poor  erring 
Dolores,  Lola's  mother,  and  taxed  her  openly 
with  the  sin  which  was  in  fact  but  half  her 
own.  There  was  absolutely  nothing  to  allege 
against  our  heroine  herself,  or  she  also  would 
have  been  scorched  by  this  malevolent  tongue. 
The  worst  that  could  be  said  of  our  little  Lola 
was,  that  she  was  base-born,  ill-bred,  manner- 
less, entirely  without  education  or  the  ac- 
complishments of  a  lady.  As  for  the  girl's 
personal  charms,  which  might  explain  a  lover's 
infatuation,  they  were  really  mediocre  ;  at  least 
such  beauty  as  she  possessed  was  coarse,  vul- 
gar, and  unrefined.  The  writer  wound  up  this 
malignant  epistle  by  declaring  that  the  whole 
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affair  was  nothing  less  than  a  barefaced  at- 
tempt to  entrap  Mr  Wriottesley  into  a  most 
undesirable  match. 

As  Frank  took  in  by  degrees  the  whole 
Infamy  of  this  miserable  production,  his  indig- 
nation grew  till  it  passed  all  bounds.  Who 
could  have  done  him  this  grievous  wrong  ? 
He  was  not  conscious  of  having  incurred  the 
undying  hate  of  any  one  ;  yet  only  an  enemy 
could  have  done  this  thing — an  enemy  vile, 
unscrupulous,  and  vindictive. 

He  was  no  longer  surprised  at  his  uncle's 
bitter  refusal.  These  atrocious  misstatements 
were  sufficient  to  explain  the  old  gentleman's 
displeasure. 

**  Shameful !  shameful  ! "  he  repeated  as  he 
re-read  the  letter  again  and  again.  But  after 
the  first  outburst  of  violent  denunciation  he 
began  to  consider  how  he  might  detect  the 
perpetrator  of  this  mean  and  dastardly  act. 
This  must  be  his  first  business  directly  he 
arrived  at  Gibraltar.  He  would  reserve  his 
rage  till  he  could  pour  forth  all  the  vials  of 
his  wrath  upon  the  real  offender's  head. 

This   brought   him   to    examine   the    letter 


SOME  OLD  FRIENDS  FALL  OUT.  73 

more  closely,  to  weigh  Its  contents,  and  search 
for  Intei:nal  evidence  which  might  lead  to 
the  discovery  of  the  writer.  It  was  clear  that 
its  author  owed  him  a  grudge ;  yet  Frank 
could  not  remember  that  at  the  time  this  letter 
was  written,  he  was  on  bad  terms  with  any 
living  soul.  Bellota  was  the  only  man  with 
whom  he  had  quarrelled  ;  but  the  old  man, 
however  malevolent,  could  never  have  stooped, 
even  to  serve  his  ends,  to  the  self-abasement 
of  penning  lines  which  stigmatised  himself 
and  his  beloneino^s  in  such  unmeasured  terms. 
Moreover,  the  writer  was  unmistakably  Eng- 
lish. The  language  was  idiomatic  and  pure, 
flowing  from  the  pen  of  one  to  whom 
English  was  the  mother-tongue.  And  so  by 
degrees  the  issue  was  narrowed,  but  the 
puzzle  became  more  perplexing  than  ever. 
Few  If  any  of  his  brother  officers  were  aic 
courant  with  his  love  affairs  :  none  knew  that 
he  had  ever  thought  of  making  this  Spanish 
girl  his  wife.  Who,  then,  among  English- 
speaking  friends — (he  laughed  scornfully  as 
by  mere  habit  the  word  "  friends "  escaped 
him) — could  have  served  him  so  ill  a  turn  ? 
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It  is  doubtless  in  the  experience  of  many, 
that,  after  long  struggling  in  vain  .with  an 
abstruse  and  recondite  problem,  we  come  all 
at  once,  by  some  curious  occult  process  of  the 
mind,  right  upon  the  clue.  We  cannot  ex- 
plain how  or  why  this  has  come  to  pass  ;  it 
is  the  result  of  no  intelligible  exercise  of  the 
reasoning  powers.  It  is  simply  a  revelation, 
an  inspiration,  an  unlooked-for,  inexplicable 
breaking  in  of  light  upon  darkness.  And 
some  such  sudden  and  unexpected  solution  of 
his  difficulty  came,  quite  naturally,  upon  Frank 
Wriottesley  while  he  puzzled  and  pondered 
and  taxed  his  brains,  to  discover  the  author  of 
this  treacherous  epistle. 

''  It  must  have  been  Mrs  Sproule.  She 
and  she  alone  was  in  full  possession  of  all  the 
facts  of  the  case." 

Frank  remembered  well  her  aversion  for 
Lola,  her  out-spoken  dislike  of  the  whole 
affair.  He  knew  her  to  be  a  self-opinionated, 
meddlesome  woman,  one  who  would  consider 
any  indisposition  to  be  guided  by  her  advice 
as  a  personal  affront.  She  had  been  offended, 
of  course,  by  Frank's   contempt   for  her   en- 
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treaties,  and  with  thoughtless  wickedness — 
he  could  not  bring  himself  to  believe  that  her 
crime  had  any  other  origin  but  petulant  dis- 
appointment— she  had  allowed  herself  to  drift 
into  this  despicable  method  of  revenge.  But 
the  discovery  was  a  shock  to  him  ;  we  are 
all  shocked  when  we  detect  fair-surface 
friends  in  treachery  and  double-dealing. 

For  the  remainder  of  the  voyage,  at  night 
in  his  berth,  by  day  when  he  paced  the  deck 
alone,  brooding  over  his  wrong,  one  sole  Idea 
possessed  his  mind — the  desire  to  have  it  out 
with  Mrs  Sproule.  When  at  length  he 
landed,  almost  without  pausing  to  deposit  his 
belongings  in  the  barracks  he  went  on  to  the 
Garden  of  Eden  and  asked  to  see  the  lady  of 
the  house. 

Mrs  Sproule  was  at  home  alone,  spick  and 
span  as  usual,  and  In  the  manner  of  her  re- 
ception of  Frank,  cordial,  even  affectionate. 
They  were  such  old  friends  you  see ;  no  one — 
least  of  all  Tony  Sproule — could  find  fault 
with  her  greeting.  Perhaps  she  was  sweet  and 
kind  because  she  wished  to  conceal  her 
feelings.     She   knew  she  had   done   Frank  a 
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serious  injury,  and  she  liked  him  none  the 
better  for  that. 

"  Mr  Wriottesley ! "  she  cried  springing 
from  her  seat.  *'  Have  you  dropped  from  the 
skies  ?    When  did  you  arrive  ? 

"  An  hour  ago,  by  the  mail.'' 

*'  And  you  come  at  once  to  see  me ! 
This  is  quite  touching,"  she  said  with  a  gay 
smile. 

"  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  at  once  on  serious 
business." 

"  To  inquire  the  present  price  of  coffins 
I  presume,  and  order  one  for  yourself.  At 
least  your  face  is  long  enough." 

"  Perhaps  I  have  good  reasons  for  being 
serious." 

"  No  bad  news,  I  hope  ?  nothing  has 
happened  ?  "  She  meant  it  to  appear  that  she 
was  only  solicitous  on  his  account ;  he  felt 
convinced  she  was  uneasy  on  her  own. 

*'  Your  uncle  ?" 

**  Is  well — so  far  as  I  know." 

**  Mr  Wriottesley,  surely  you  have  not 
quarrelled  with  him  ?  " 

"  We  parted  in  anger." 
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"  What  madness  !  with  such  prospects  as 
yours." 

"  I  should  never  have  fallen  out  with  him  but 
for  the  treachery  of  so-called  friends,"  said 
Frank  slowly,  looking  her  straight  in  the  face. 
But  he  quite  failed  to  stare  her  out  of 
countenance.  Mrs  Sproule  was  not  the  sort 
of  person  to  give  In  unconditionally,  and  her 
eyes  met  his  without  flinching ;  only,  another 
woman  standing  by,  would  have  detected 
a  slight  tremor  In  Mrs  Sproule's  hands. 

"  The  quarrel  Is  not,  I  trust,  beyond  the 
hope  of  reconciliation  ?  Might  one  ask  the 
cause  of  misunderstanding  ?  " 

"It  can  hardly  be  necessary,  Mrs  Sproule  ; 
you  must  know  it  already." 

"  Upon  my  word,  Mr  Wriottesley,  you  can- 
not be  in  your  seven  senses.  I  really  must 
ask  you  to  explain." 

"  Let  me  call  your  attention  to  this  letter, 
which  my  uncle  sent  on  to  me  before  I  left 
England.     Please  wait ! " 

And  then  he  proceeded,  with  slow  emphasis, 
to  read  aloud  to  Mrs  Sproule  the  words  she 
herself  had  composed. 
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"  There,  madam ;  I  think  you  have  reason 
to  be  proud  of  the  production,  for  that  this 
is  your  handiwork,  you  will  hardly,  I  presume, 
deny  ?  " 

*'  Really,  Mr  Wriottesley,  you  are  going 
too  far.  I  cannot  suffer  you  to  come  here 
and  insult  me  to  my  face.'' 

*'  I  trust  I  shall  never  forget  the  respect 
which  is  due  to  a  lady ;  but  have  you  not, 
Mrs  Sproule,  quite  put  yourself  out  of  court  ?  " 

*'  My  husband  will  protect  me.  If  he  were 
here  you  would  not  dare  " 

*'  I  will  wait  till  he  comes,  and  repeat  to 
him  all  I  have  said.  Not  that  I  have  said 
much ;  not  one  tithe  of  what  such  conduct 
richly  deserves." 

"  I  think  you  must  be  mad,  Mr  Wriottesley." 

**  Do  you  mean  to  deny  all  knowledge  of 
this  letter  ? "  cried  Frank,  holding  it  out  and 
watching  her  face  Intently. 

Would  she  add  falsehood  to  her  former 
treachery  ?  For  a  moment  Frank  hesitated. 
She  bore  his  scrutiny  so  bravely.  Her  eyes 
never  faltered  ;  her  air  was  that  of  an  innocent 
martyr  at  the  stake,  resigned,  sorrowful,  but 
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Without  reproach.  Could  it  be  possible  he 
was  mistaken  ?  The  evidence  against  her 
was  presumptive  only.  What  if  he  suspected 
her  unjustly  ? 

But  no :  he  could  not  absolve  her ;  the 
blame  was  clearly  hers. 

"  You  cannot  answer  me,"  he  went  on. 

"What  would  it  serve  me  if  I  denied  the 
charge  again  and  again  ?  With  a  man  so 
unreasonable,  it  would  be  mere  waste  of  breath 
to  protest." 

*' O  Mrs  Sproule!  what  could  have  inducod 
you  to  play  such  a  shabby  trick  as  this  ?  Was 
this  what  I  had  a  right  to  expect  from  a 
friend  ?  To  stab  me  In  the  dark,  to  sow 
seeds  of  discord  in  my  uncle's  breast,  to 
injure  an  innocent  child  with  your  foul 
calumny — O  Mrs  Sproule !  it  was  a  mean, 
a  dirty  trick  to  play." 

"  I  disdain  to  listen  further.  You  have  no 
right  to  call  me  to  account.  If  I  were  not 
defenceless  you  would  not  dare  to  use  such 
language  to  me.  But  my  husband  shall  hear 
of  it ;  he  will " 

"  Yes,  my  precious,  that  he  will—but  what  ?  " 
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said  Tony  Sproule  himself  *'  Frank  Wrlot- 
tesley !  "  he  added  at  once.  "  This  is  good 
for  sore  eyes  :  what  cheer  ?  "  - 

Frank  took  no  notice  of  his  outstretched 
hand. 

*'  I  have  come  here,  Captain  Sproule,  only 
to  tell  you  and  your  wife  a  piece  of  my  mind." 

"  Bless  me,  Frank,  how  good  of  you," 
sneered  Sproule.  *'  But  that's  your  way ; 
you're  always  doing  kind  things." 

*'  He  only  came  here  to  insult  me,"  cried 
Mrs  Sproule,  ''with  unjustifiable  aspersions, 
and  in  language  that  no  lady  could  listen  to 
without  loss  of  self-respect." 

"Is  this  true,  Mr  Wriottesley  ?  May  I  re- 
quest you  to  explain  ? '' 

"  It  means  this,  Captain  Sproule,  that  you 
are  a  despicable  pair,  and  from  my  heart  I 
regret  that  I  ever  knew  you/' 

''  Oh  ho !  I  am  included  then.  I  thought 
it  was  only  Janita  that  you  wished  to  insult. 
You  are  braver  than  I  thought.  /  can  defend 
myself,  and  I  warn  you,  Mr  Wriottesley,  to 
have  a  care." 

"Sproule,  I  know  things  about  you  which, 
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if  made  public,  would    show  you  up  In  your 
true  lio^ht." 

.    *'  Make  them  public.     No  one  would  believe 
such  a  soft-headed  fool." 

"What  took  you  to  my  stable  the  night 
before  the  Maiden  race  ?  " 

"  I  can't  remember  now.  To  see  the  Bat 
bedded  down,  I  suppose,  if  you  must  know." 

*'  At  three  o'clock  In  the  morning  ?  " 

"  It's  false !  I  never  left  my  house  after 
eleven  that  night." 

**  Jeffries  saw  you  go  In  as  Pepe  came  out. 
The  horse  was  physicked,  and  you  knew  it ; 
but  you  never  thought  of  telling  me." 

"  Pshaw  !  man  ;  you're  dreaming."  But 
Sproule  for  all  his  brazen  Impudence  could 
not  look  Frank  Wriottesley  In  the  face. 

"Mr  Wriottesley  Is  out  of  his  mind,  Tony. 
It  really  Is  not  safe  to  be  with  him." 

"  Thank  you,  madam.  I  am  sane  enough  to 
see  through  you  now.  As  for  Captain  Sproule, 
you  and  I  must  henceforth  be  strangers,  and 
I  do  not  promise  that  I  will  not  put  others 
on  their  guard  against  you." 

"  ril  have  you  up  for  defamation,  as  sure 

VOL.  III.  F 
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as  my  name's  Tony  Sproule.  But  weVe 
had  talk  enough.  Td  rather  see  your  back. 
If  you're  going,  go." 

**  It  is  the  last  time  you  will  see  me  under 
your  roof." 

"  Tajit  mieux  !  "  said  Mrs  Sproule. 


(  33  ) 


CHAPTER    IV. 

BY   RIGHT  OF  CAPTURE. 

This  debt  to  his  conscience  discharged,  Frank 
hurried  down  the  hill,  not  sorry  that  the 
chapter  of  his  acquaintance  with  the  Spronles 
was  closed  for  ever. 

He  went  next  to  Rosia  Cottage.  He  was 
determined  to  see  Lola  at  once  by  fair  means 
or  foul,  and  put  an  end  to  the  miserable 
uncertainty  that  surrounded  his  suit.  Only 
with  a  bad  grace,  as  we  have  seen,  had  he 
agreed  to  let  Lola  return  to  her  grandfather. 
Lady  Henriette's  promise  to  intercede  for 
them  had  not  given  him  much  hope  ;  it  was 
not  likely  to  avail  much.  Don  Mariano  had 
already  spoken  so  positively,  that  there  was 
little  chance  of  a  change  in  his  sentiments. 
And,  in   truth,    Frank   was   tired   of  begging 
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and  praying.  No ;  If  the  grandfather  was 
still  obstinately  determined  to  reject  his  suit, 
Frank  was  resolved  to  marry  Lola  without 
his  consent.  He  would  carry  her  off,  he  said. 
Whither  ?  Anywhere,  he  would  have  replied 
when  asked  ;  adding  perhaps,  If  pressed,  that 
one  place  would  do  as  well  as  another. 
Sweden  was  a  good  place  to  go  to ;  and 
so  was  Nova  Scotia,  the  Canary  Islands, 
Havannah,  or  the  Philliplnes.  In  South 
America,  again,  there  would  be  a  good 
opening,  Spanish  emigrants  went  thither  In 
crowds  ;  and  he,  with  Lola  by  his  side,  might 
commence  a  new  life.  They  would  make 
a  fortune,  and  return  by  and  by  to  snap  their 
fingers  at  Bellota  and  Sir  Hector,  and  all 
who  had  opposed  their  marriage. 

But  now  he  was  near  the  Cottage.  It 
seemed  uninhabited.  He  rang  the  bell ;  rang 
and  rang  and  rang  again.      No  answer. 

There  were  no  neighbours  within  call  ; 
the  cottage  stood  by  itself  In  Its  own  strip 
of  garden,  and  the  nearest  house  was  dis- 
tant a  hundred  yards  or  more.  The  garden- 
wall  was  not  high  ;   once  or  twice  before   he 
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had  scaled  It  without  difficulty ;  why  not  climb 
over  once  again  and  spy  out  for  himself  the 
secrets  of  this  mysterious  silence  ? 

With  two  bounds  he  had  made  good  his 
burglarious  entrance,  and  stood  within  the 
precincts  of  the  place.  How  well  he  knew  It ! 
The  long  covered  passage  that  led  from  the 
hall-door  to  the  gate,  framed  in  with  hanging 
passion-flowers  and  Virginia-creepers ;  the  gar- 
den plots,  narrow  in  size,  but  In  season  rich 
with  their  profuse  wealth  of  Southern  blossom  ; 
the  beds  of  wild  geranium,  of  heliotrope  and 
carnation,  the  blue  plumbago,  the  crimson- 
leaved  lobelia,  and  the  roses  without  end. 
This  was  where.  In  days  past,  Lola  had 
walked,  and  mused  perhaps  of  him.  Now 
it  was  deserted,  lonely ;  no  living  soul  seemed 
to  have  sojourned  here  for  weeks  at  least. 

But  by  this  covered  passage  Frank  passed 
on  to  the  hall-door  to  renew  his  summons. 
Still  no  answer.  It  was  now  quite  evident 
that  no  one  occupied  the  house.  Loath  to 
abandon  too  hastily  his  investigation  of  the 
premises,  he  went  round  to  the  back  part  of 
the    house    to    complete    his    search.       This 
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having  proved  equally  fruitless,  he  returned 
to  the  front  garden,  and  was  preparing  to 
leave  as  he  had  entered,  when  he  heard  the 
key  turning  in  the  lock  of  the  front  gate.  Next 
moment  this  door  opened  and  gave  admission 
to  old  Bellota  himself. 

The  old  man  halted  suddenly  and  turned 
pale.  Who  was  this  intruder,  and  what 
design  could  he  have  in  thus  forcing  an 
entrance  to  the  house  ?  If  he  had  come  as 
a  thief,  tempted  by  the  rumour  of  Bellota's 
wealth  to  lay  hands  on  aught  that  he  might 
find  ;  then,  if  suddenly  arrested  in  his  plans 
he  might  prove  dangerous.  The  apparition 
of  the  owner  of  the  property  might  exasperate 
him  to  some  violent  deed.  These  thoughts 
surging  rapidly  through  Don  Mariano's  mind, 
added  not  a  little  to  his  terror.  Yet  he  was 
not  the  man  to  submit  tamely  to  be  robbed 
of  his  possessions.  What  he  owned  he  held  ; 
that  had  been  his  motto  always  through 
life.  He  would  surrender  nothing  now  with- 
out a  struggle.  It  was  broad  day-light ;  there 
were  houses  not  very  far  off,  barracks,  guards, 
soldiers  and  patrols  passing  to  and  fro — some 
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one  would  certainly  come  to  his  assistance 
if  he  could  gain  time  and  make  sufficient 
outcry. 

His  tongue  was  therefore  loosened,  and 
he  uttered  a  loud  shrill  cry  for  soccorro ! — 
help!  If  to  this  a  second  and  a  third  had 
followed,  Frank  might  have  found  himself 
ere  long  in  custody  on  a  charge  of  house- 
breaking, with  appearances  very  much  against 
him.  To  silence  Bellota  w^as  now  his  first 
object,  and  this  he  accomplished  by  seizing 
the  old  man  and  shaking  him  rather  roughly 
by  the  arm. 

*'  Calla  /  "  he  cried  ;  *'  be  quiet." 

The  tone  in  which  he  spoke  made  any 
threats  unnecessary.  Bellota,  trembling  in 
every  limb,  gave  himself  up  for  lost. 

"  What  have  you  done  with  her  ? "  was 
Frank's  first  query ;  and  with  it  came  the  first 
glimmering  of  light  into  Bellota's  bewildered 
brain. 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  " 

"  Do  you  not  recognise  my  face  ?  My 
name  is  Wriottesley  ;  you  ought  to  know  it !  " 

"  Ah  ! "  screamed   Don  Mariano,   livid  now 
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with  rage.  "  Know  you  ?  For  vida  de  todos 
los  Santos — by  the  life  of  all  the  saints  I 
shall  never  forget  you,  black-souled  youth. 
Hast  returned  then,  evil-visaged  scoundrel — 
whom  God  confound — returned  to  be  again 
a  thorn  in  my  side  ?  What  fiend  tempted 
you  to  cast  your  roving  eyes  on  my  Lolita, 
the  priceless  pearl  of  my  heart  ?  Were  there 
then  no  brazen,  shameless  dames  of  your 
own  nation  and  blood  to  take  your  cursed 
fancy,  that  you  must  needs  fasten  your  eyes 
on  my  precious  jewel  ?  When  the  wolf  enters 
the  fold  it  is  bad  indeed  for  him  that  has 
but  one  sheep.  But  my  lamb  is  safe  still, 
thank  Heaven  ! — safe  from  your  vile  corrupt- 
ing clutches." 

*'  Tell  me  where  she  is,  or  I  will  do  you 
some  serious  mischief,"  cried  Frank,  almost 
beside  himself." 

*'  Not  if  you  hacked  me  to  pieces  bit  by 
bit ;  not  though  a  single  word  might  save 
me  from  instant  death.  Do  your  worst,  I 
am  old  and  feeble  and  in  your  power.  You 
show   your  courage   truly    in    assaulting   such 


as  me." 
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A  hot  blush  Sprang  to  Frank's  cheek  as 
he  realised  the  cowardliness  of  threats  or 
violence  against  this  poor  cowering,  defence- 
less old  man; 

**  I  beg  your  pardon — I  was  to  blame.  But 
why  do  you  exasperate  me,  Don  Mariano  ? 
Tell  me,  I  beseech  you,  tell  me  where  is 
Dolores  ? " 

'*  That  you  may  go  to  her  forthwith,  and 
lure  her  on  to  her  ruin?  Never;  by  the 
soul  of  my  mother,  never  !  " 

"  Then  I  will  find  her  as  I  did  before. 
You  cannot  hope  to  keep  us  apart  for  ever." 

"  Try  your  best,  fair  sir.  This  time  she 
is  in  a  secure  place  I  trust,  and  quite  beyond 
your  reach." 

He  spoke  thus  bravely,  and  yet  a  feeling 
of  mistrust  possessed  him.  A  certain  terror 
seized  him  lest  perchance  the  cousins  at 
Agua  Dulce  might  also  play  him  false ;  lest 
all  his  precautions  might  prove  in  vain 
before  the  fierce  energy  of  Frank's  pursuit. 
Therefore,  the  moment  he  had  dismissed 
our  hero  from  the  cottage,  he  sought  out  a 
messenger  to   hurry   off    to   the    Cortijo    and 
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put  its  occupants  on  their  guard.  The 
yellow-haired  Englishman  had  returned,  and, 
like  Satan,  he  was  let  loose  to  roam  the 
world  and  work  his  wicked  will.  If  they 
were  not  watchful,  he  might  in  truth  play 
them  some  evil  turn. 

Frank  Wriottesley  was  certainly  not  dis- 
posed to  let  the  grass  grow  under  his  feet. 
But  at  first  he  was  a  little  doubtful  how  to 
proceed.  Had  her  grandfather  removed  Lola 
to  a  distance,  or  was  Lola  really  still  on 
the  Rock  ?  Hardly  the  latter.  There  would 
be  too  much  risk  ;  some  news  of  her  place 
of  concealment  would  be  certain  to  come  to 
her  lovers  ears.  If  then,  at  a  distance, — 
where  ?  At  Agua  Dulce  ?  That  again  seemed 
to  Frank  improbable,  because  it  was  there 
obviously  that  the  first  inquiries  for  her 
would  be  made.  Still  there  was  a  chance 
that  these  cousins  might  know  something 
of  her  whereabouts,  and  that  for  a  solid 
consideration  one  or  other  of  the  family 
might  be  induced  to  reveal  the  clue. 

Thus  ruminating  Frank  came  to  his 
quarters    in   Barracks  which    he    had    not   yet 
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Visited  Since  his  return.  His  servant  had 
already  got  his  room  ready — a  Httle  den  of 
a  place,  yet  home-like,  and  peopled  by  his 
many  possessions,  all  of  which  seemed  old 
familiar  friends.  There  was  his  lathe  and 
his  carpenter's  chest,  his  many  whips,  his 
hats,  his  spurs,  a  racing-saddle  carefully 
covered  over  with  a  cloth,  one  or  two 
pictures,  a  photograph  of  a  lady  in  a  mantilla 
which  had  a  vague  resemblance  to  Lola,  and 
the  heads  of  two  ibexes  which  he  had  shot 
upon  the  mountains  above  Estepona ;  ©n 
the  floor,  by  his  small  camp-bed,  lay  a 
moorish  rug  which  he  had  brought  from 
Tetuan  ;  on  his  barrack-table  was  a  Spanish 
blanket  or  manta  of  brilliant  stripes  with 
a  fringe  of  red  woven  worsted  balls. 

His  portmanteau  was  unpacked ;  clothes 
were  laid  out,  his  bath  was  filled,  and 
Frank  was  preparing  to  don  his  uniform  as 
an  official  notification  of  his  return  from 
leave,  when  a  budget  of  letters  laid  out 
ostentatiously  on  the  mantlepiece  caught  his 
eye. 

Looking      over     them      rather     carelessly, 
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unsealing  a  few ;  apostrophising  this  as  a  dun, 
and  that  as  a  reminder  which  could  well 
afford  to  wait,  he  came  upon  a  funny  dirty- 
looking  billet,  and  in  among  the  black  thumb- 
marks  and  tobacco-stains  could  just  decipher 
that  it  was  addressed  to  him  in  an  unmis- 
takable Spanish  hand.  There  was  neither 
stamp  nor  post  mark.  Evidently  it  had 
been  delivered  by  a  private  messenger. 
Frank  tore  it  open  and  read  in  English — 

*'  I  am  here  close-guarded  at  the  Cortijo, 
come  to  me,  my  sweet ;  come  quickly,  or  I 
shall  know  not  what  to  do. 

From  Dolores  I 

This  was  the  letter  which  Miguel  had 
managed  to  smuggle  out  from  Agua  Dulce 
and  forward  by  the  sure  .hand  of  a  friendly 
arriero  bound  to  the  Plaza  or  great  fortress 
town.  It  had  upon  Frank  the  effect  of  a 
match  to  a  mine.  It  sent  him  straight  up 
into  the  sky.  He  might  have  been  a  rocket 
rushing  into  space,  or  a  stone  released  by 
gunpowder   from    the    mountain-side    to    roll 
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faster  and  faster  down  Into  an  unfathom- 
able abyss  below.  He  was  quite  carried 
away  beyond  himself  He  counted  every 
precious  moment  a  lifetime  till  he  could 
hasten  with  relief  to  the  darling  of  his  heart. 

With  his  usual  vigour,  he  made  all  neces- 
sary arrangements  for  a  journey  into  Spain. 
Muldoon  was  told  to  saddle  Taraxicum,  the 
big-boned  dun  horse ;  to  fasten  on  the 
wallets  ;  pack  the  saddle-bags  with  their 
usual  kit ;  see  that  the  picketting-rope  was 
sound ;  roll  the  horse-rug,  and  make  it  secure 
over  the  saddle-bow. 

A  second  horse,  Macho,  which  had  often 
carried  Mrs  Sproule,  was  to  be  got  ready 
later  on,  and  sent  with  a  side-saddle  to  Long 
Stables,  not  far  from  Ximena  town.  Frank 
went  to  Montegriffo,  the  well-known  job- 
master of  the  Rock,  to  obtain  the  service 
of  some  homeward  returning  Spaniard  to 
escort  the  horse  thus  far.  There,  too,  he 
changed  a  handful  of  Eng^lish  notes — he  was 
still  in  funds — into  Spanish  gold,  securing 
the  coins  in  a  belt  around  his  waist.  Less 
than   an   hour   sufficed   to   see   him    mounted 
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and    trotting    sharply    down    the    Waterport 
Street  on  his  way  to  the  Spanish  Lines. 

He  had  not  waited  to  exchange  greetings 
with  any  of  his  brother  officers.  Few  of  them 
knew  he  had  returned ;  they  would  learn  it 
perhaps  from  the  Sproules,  or  see  his  name 
in  the  '*  Evening  Chronicle "  amidst  the  list 
of  passengers  by  the  mail.  He  was  still  on 
leave  of  absence ;  there  was  no  need  for  him 
to  enter  into  explanations  of  his  hasty  ex- 
pedition into  Spain.  All  that  would  keep 
till  he  returned  to  make  final  arrangements 
for  retiring  from  the  service.  What  pressed 
now  was  to  get  to  Agua  Dulce  and  effect 
Lola's  release.  When  he  had  carried  her  off 
and  made  her  his  wife,  all  the  rest  would  be 
plain-sailing.  No  one  would  dare  to  question 
or  interfere  with  a  husband's  rights.  Lola 
would  then  be  assuredly  and  unmistakably 
his  own. 

He  had  often  journeyed  by  this  road  before, 
but  never  on  such  an  eager  mission  as  now. 
The  day  was  hot  and  sultry ;  the  wind,  which 
had  long  prevailed  from  the  w^est,  had  gone 
suddenly  round  to  the  east.    A  boon  this  to  the 
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fleet  of  crafts  of  all  rigs  and  sizes,  which,  for 
weeks  had  lain  becalmed  on  the  Mediterranean 
side  of  the  Rock,  and  which  were  now  under 
full  sail — a  slow  and  stately  Regatta — making 
good  their  passage  of  the  Straits ;  but  to  Frank 
an  annoyance,  for  the  Levanter  or  easterly 
wind  had  turned  the  firm,  hard  sands  of 
"  the  Beach  "  into  a  soft  slushy  quagmire,  over 
which  his  horse  could  crawl  only  at  a  snail's 
pace.  Even  when  he  had  gained  the  open 
plain  towards  the  first  Venta,  he  found  the 
ground  so  dried  up  and  hard  as  to  forbid  fast 
travellinor.  Not  until  he  had  entered  beneath 
the  welcome  shade  of  the  Cork  Wood  of 
Almoraima,  and  found  the  turf  spring  under 
his  horse's  feet,  could  he  press  on  as  fast 
as  he  could  wish.  Within  the  forest  a  solemn 
stillness  reigned ;  save  for  his  echoing  hoofs, 
you  might  have  heard  the  crackle  of  a  bough 
or  the  fall  of  a  leaf,  except  when  the  far-off 
tinkle  of  a  bell  announced  the  whereabouts 
of  a  herd  of  lazy  kine,  or  the  approach  of  a 
string  of  patient  beasts  of  burthen  treading 
heavily-laden,  but  hopefully,  along  their  weary 
road. 
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In  the  midst  of  the  wood,  at  Long  Stables, 
he  halted  to  bait  and  rest  his  horse  for  half- 
an-hour ;  he  wished,  too,  to  provide  for  the 
accommodation  of  Macho,  his  second  horse, 
which  might  be  expected  to  arrive  that  night. 
As  prying  curiosity  might  be  aroused  at  the 
appearance  of  a  side-saddle,  he  explained  that 
he  was  going  on  to  Ronda  to  meet  some 
friends  coming  south  from  Madrid,  and  that 
Macho  was  for  one,  an  English  lady,  to  ride. 
Then  he  pressed  on  to  the  Cortijo,  and  came 
in  sight  of  it  as  the  sun  was  declining  in  the 
heavens,  when,  their  day's  toil  ended,  the 
labourers  in  the  open,  hedgeless  fields  were 
driving  home  their  asses  and  patient  oxen, 
and  they,  with  all  the  world,  seemed  eager 
for  their  well-earned  repose. 

Frank  had  not  quite  settled  with  himself 
how  best  to  secure  his  ends.  His  object  was, 
of  course,  to  come  at  Lola,  and  learning  more 
in  detail  the  particulars  of  her  captivity,  ex- 
cogitate some  plan  for  her  release.  At  first 
he  thought  of  riding  straight  to  the  house, 
and,  asking  openly  to  see  her,  leave  all  the 
rest  to  chance.     But  would  they  admit  him  ? 
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He  might  be  recognised.  Ramona  and  Miguel 
knew  of  his  relations  with  Lola ;  the  others 
by  this  time  were  perhaps  equally  well- 
informed.  Being  in  Don  Mariano's  secrets, 
probably  in  his  pay,  they  would  be  on  their 
guard,  and  would  do  their  utmost  to  keep 
Lola  and  her  lover  apart.  Frank  might 
receive  a  peremptory  denial  if  he  sought  to 
enter  the  house.  Without  some  friendly  assist- 
ance he  could  hardly  hope  to  succeed  in  his 
enterprise.  But  where  or  how  was  this  to  be 
obtained  ?  Whom  could  he  trust  ?  Yet  some 
one  must  have  helped  Lola  to  the  extent  of 
passing  out  the  note  he  had  received.  Ay ! 
but  which  ? — Ramona,  Alejandro,  Miguel. 

These  thoughts  fully  occupied  his  mind  as, 
with  much  circumspection,  he  approached  the 
outbuildings  of  the  farm.  He  had  passed  by 
the  front  or  principal  entrance,  and  went 
towards  the  gateway  leading  into  the  corral 
behind.  Here  he  dismounted  as  the  lintel 
was  low,  and  leading  his  horse,  entered  the 
yard  in  spite  of  the  ominous  growls  of  a  big 
dog  of  the  Estramaduran  breed.  Almost  at 
once   from   the   neighbourhood   of  the   straw- 
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shed  some  one  came   hurriedly  towards  him. 
It  was  Miguel. 

"  I  thought  I  knew  you,  Senor  mio.  What 
brings  you  hither  thus  openly  ?  you  must  be 
mad." 

*'  Are  you  friend  or  foe  ?  " 

**  I  am  her  only  friend." 

*'  If  you  will  but  remain  so,  you  shall  never 
repent  it,  I  promise  you.  But  tell  me,  how 
is  Lola  ?  " 

*'  She  is  suffering  :  she  fears  you  have  for- 
gotten her;  it  will  give  her  new  strength 
to  hear  that  you  are  close  at  hand.  But,  sweet 
Senor  of  my  heart,  do  not  linger  here ;  you 
will  be  discovered,  and  then  some  fresh  mis- 
fortune will  assuredly  overtake  her.  Come 
away,  come  away ; "  and  Miguel  led  the  way 
out  of  the  corral  agfaln  and  back  Into  the  lane 
that  led  up  to  the  house. 

"How  can  I  go  till  you  tell  me  more  ? " 
Frank  said,  as  he  reluctantly  accompanied 
Miguel.  "  At  least  let  me  know  where  we 
may  meet  after  dark,  and  talk  without  fear  of 
interruption." 

"  I    am   almost   a   prisoner    myself.     Lucas, 
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my  brother  suspects,  I  think,  that  I  shall 
play  him  false,  that  Lola  has  my  sympathy. 
If  he  were  to  see  us  together,  all  would  be 
lost.  Go  then,  Senor ;  do  not  delay  a  moment. 
There  is  a  terrible  risk ay^  Dios  mio  I " 

The  sudden  appearance  of  Lucas,  issuing 
from  the  great  doors  under  the  stone  coat  of 
arms  in  the  front  of  the  house,  accounted  for 
this  exclamation.  Miguel's  teeth  fairly  chat- 
tered with  fright. 

''  The   caballero   is    a   friend    of    yours,    my 

Miguelito,  no  ? "  said  Lucas  courteously.      *'  In 

what  can  we  serve  him  ?    This  house  is  Iiis, 

he  knows." 

"He    has    come    to    buy    stock.      He    is 

from  " 

^'  Igualejal'  said  Frank,  hoping  by  his 
slouched  soft  hat  and  altered  voice  to  escape 
recognition   for   a   time. 

"It  is  late  :  I'll  tell  him  to  return  on  the 
morrow.'* 

"  You  are  right :  such  few  potros  (steeds) 
as  we  possess  are  better  seen  in  the  full 
light  of  day.     Only  ill  weeds  shun  the  sun." 

"  Mil  gracias  ! — a    thousand    thanks.      At 
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an    early    hour    in    the    morning    you    shall 
see   me   again.     Good-day ! " 

**  One  moment,  Senor  mio.  My  horses 
are  famous  I  know,  but  tell  me  who  recom- 
mended you  here  ?  " 

**  I  have  seen  many  and  heard  much  of 
the  Agua  Dulce  breed." 

"  Have  you  never  visited  the  Cortijo  ?  " 

Miguel  moved  off  uneasily  and  entered 
the  house.  There  was  no  doubt  in  his  mind 
that  Lucas  suspected  Frank. 

"  I  came  once  with  other  friends." 

**  From  Gibraltar,  no  }''  Then  seeing  Frank 
hesitated,  he  added,  "  it  is  too  late.  You 
cannot  longer  disguise  yourself  from  me. 
I  know  you.      Vaya  us  ted  con  dios!' 

"  Stay !  if  you  know  me,  you  know  my 
object  in  coming  hither.'* 

**  Uno  y  no  mas,  Senor  san  Bias.  One 
word  with  you  is  more  than  enough.  I  will 
parley  with  you  no  longer.  The  sleeping 
fox  does  not  find  a  fowl  inside  him  at  dawn. 
I  am  wide-awake  when  there  is  danger  abroad, 
or  auo^ht  to  be  oralned." 

"  There    is     no     danger,    but    a    prospect 


BY  RIGHT  OF  CAPTURE.  lOI 

of  much  gain,  if  you  will  but  listen  to  that 
which  I  would  propose." 

*'  Come  to  the  gain  then  quickly." 

"  A  young  lady  is  detained  here  against 
her  will.     Help  me  but  to  speak  with  her  " 

"  This  to  my  face ! "  cried  Lucas  in  a 
sudden  access  of  fury. 

"  I  had  thought  that  perhaps  a  handful 
of  golden  onzas  " 

**  This  to  me!  to  Lucas  Halagueno  Jesualdo 
Penaflor !  Foul  coin  offered  as  a  bribe  to 
betray  his  relatives  and  his  sacred  trust ! 
Begone  ! " 

Frank's  Indiscretion  had  been  his  brusque- 
ness  in  making  this  proposal.  Conducted 
with  becoming  mystery  and  circumlocution, 
through  accredited  agents,  and  ignoring  the 
real  gist  of  the  treaty,  Lucas  might  have 
been  prevailed  to  sell  himself  and  all  those 
nearest  and  dearest  to  him  at  Agua  Dulce. 
A  Spaniard  such  as  he  has  no  instinctive 
dislike  to  a  bribe.  Ministers  of  State  will 
even  accept  them,  provided  the  dose  be  art- 
fully  given. 

Years  ago  a  petitioner  approached  a  certain 
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general  who  just  then  ruled  the  roast  at 
Madrid,  and  offered  him  a  handsome  sum 
in  cash   as   the  price   of  a   particular   favour. 

General  indignantly   refused ;    more,    he 

promptly  sent  off  an  aide-de-camp  to  call 
the  petitioner  out.  Another  gentleman,  better 
versed  in  the  processes  of  corruption,  pre- 
pared his  request  by  sending  to  the  general's 
stable  a  priceless  pair  of  steeds  as  a  token 
of  esteem.  He  obtained  immediately  the 
concession  for  which  he  prayed. 

"  Begone  !  "  repeated  Lucas.  "  I  cannot 
admit  such  insults ;  only  an  insolent,  indecent, 
presuming  English  dog  would  try  to  tamper 
with  any  caballero  of  a  family  so  old  and 
honoured   as   ours.'' 

"  If  I  go,  it  will  be  to  the  alcalde  of 
Ximena.  I  know  the  law.  You  cannot 
retain  Dolores ;  you  cannot,  you  know. 
Neither  you  nor  Don  Mariano  can  refuse 
her  to  me  if  we  are  both  resolved." 

"  She  is  not  here.  If  she  were,  you  should 
not  see  her,  not  to  save  your  soul  from 
everlasting  fire." 

*'  I     tell     you     I     will,"    answered     Frank 
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peremptorily.  "  Not  you,  nor  a  better  man, 
shall  oblige  me  to  leave  this  spot  till  I 
have  seen  and  spoken  with  Dolores.  Let 
me  pass,"  went  on  our  hero,  as,  with  menacing 
look,  he  advanced  upon  Lucas  as  if  to  force 
an  entrance  to  the  house.  The  man  quailed, 
and  shouted  aloud  for  help.  He  was 
powerfully  built  and  not  wanting  In  courage. 
Could  his  fingers  but  have  closed  upon  a 
knife,  he  would  have  made  short  work  of  his 
assailant.  But  a  hand-to-hand  fight,  strength 
against  strength,  with  nature's  weapons,,  no 
more,  was  not  in  his  line ;  and  after  a 
very  short  struggle  Frank  had  thrown  him 
to  the  ground. 

By  this  time  the  noise  of  the  scuffle,  and 
the  repeated  cries  of  Lucas  for  assistance 
had  brought  out  a  number  of  people,  some 
from  the  farm  offices,  some  from  the  house 
itself.  Dona  Teresa  came  soon,  and  with 
her  Ramona.  Forthwith  from  the  pair 
issued  loud  and  appalling  shrieks  at  the 
sight  of  Lucas  prostrate  beneath  the  tall 
figure  of  the  strange  intruder.  In  the  ex- 
citement Lola  was  overlooked ;   and  she  too, 
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free  for  the  moment  to  move  where  she 
pleased  came  to  the  doorway  curious  and 
surprised. 

Then,  with  heart  beating  In  wild  pulsa- 
tion, and  uttering  a  half-hysterical  shout  of 
joy,  she  caught  sight  of  Paco,  and  threw 
herself  at  once  into  his  arms. 

But  the  moment  was  one  for  action  and  not 
for  passionate  greeting.  Frank,  rising  to  the 
emergency,    cried 

"  Quick,  quick,  Lollta ;  jump  up  behind,!' 
and  with  that  he  sprang  into  his  saddle ; 
while  Lola,  with  all .  her  faculties  tense- 
strung,  realising  that  now  or  never  was  the 
supreme  moment  if  she  would  escape  from 
Agua  Dulce,  gave  him  her  hand  and  was 
quickly  lifted  on  to  the  horse.  In  her  early 
youth,  she  had  often  ridden  thus,  a  las  ancas, 
as  it  is  called,  and  the  position  was  not 
new  to  her.  She  grasped  Frank  tightly  by 
the  waist  and  prepared  to  hold  on  even 
at  racing  speed. 

*'  Sit  firm !  "  cried  Frank,  as  he  dug  the 
spurs  into  Taraxicum  and  started  off  at 
score. 
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So  far  fortune  had  favoured  the  lovers. 
Frank  with  his  vigorous  initiative  had  carried 
all  before  him.  But  he  was  single-handed, 
and  the  enemy  was  growing  stronger  every 
instant.  Lucas,  too,  had  regained  his  feet. 
The  lane  leading  from  the  Cortijo  was  long 
and  narrow,  margined  with  a  hedge  of  aloes 
and  prickly  pears,  through  which  it  was  im- 
possible to  break  and  thus  gain  the  open 
country.  It  was  necessary  to  traverse  the 
whole  length  of  the  lane ;  but  Taraxicum 
was  going  admirably  in  spite  of  his  double 
load.  There  was  already  a  long  tail  of  pur- 
suers ;  as  they  fell  off  one  by  one,  all 
might  have  been  well  had  not  the  fugitives 
just  then  encountered  a  flock  of  goats  troop- 
ing up  towards  the  Cortijo.  Frank  finding 
it  difficult  to  keep  clear  of  this  obstruction, 
was  compelled  to  slacken  his  pace,  or  his 
horse  might  have  been  thrown  down. 

And  now  those  behind  shouted  to  the 
goatherds,  *'  Seize  him  !  Aguantalo  I  lay 
hands  upon  him  !  " — adding  such  epithets  as 
"thief"  "brigand,''  ''assassin,"  to  give  point 
to  their  entreaty. 
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Before  Frank  could  disengage  himself  from 
the  crowd,  a  man  sprang  to  each  side  of 
his  horse's  head.  To  these  in  a  few  seconds 
were  added  others,  and  soon  there  was  a 
sufficient  show  of  strength  to  tear  him  from 
the  saddle,  and  stretch  him  senseless  at  his 
horse's  feet. 

He  remembered  no  more. 


(  I07  ) 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  CLEAN  PAIR  OF  HEELS. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  when  Frank 
Wriottesley  left  so  suddenly  for  England,  his 
old  servant,  Pepe,  was  awaiting  trial  for 
wounding  with  intent  to  kill.  In  due  course 
he  was  arraigned,  found  guilty,  and  sentenced. 
The  fiat  of  the  law  was  that  he  should 
spend  seven  years  as  a  convict  in  the  Gib- 
raltar prison. 

Let  us  see  how  he  has  fared. 

Pepe  had  been  in  durance  before  in  Spain 
for  months  and  months,  but  never  with  any 
great  discomfort  to  himself  The  hours  were 
a  trifle  long  perhaps,  but  they  were  idle  ; 
and  an  Andaluz  who  may  be  idle  is  half-way 
to  happy.  Prison  discipline  was  unknown 
in     the     small    country  gaols   he    patronised, 
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and  he  had  been  allowed  to  lounge  unchecked 
the  livelong  day  against  the  barred  windows 
and  gossip  with  his  friends  outside.  Smoking 
was  not  forbidden,  and  a  very  small  command 
of  capital  sufficed  to  keep  him  well  supplied 
with  the  weed.  So  long  as  he  had  cigarettes 
in  plenty  and  genial  conversation,  Pepe  had 
been  content  to  let  the  world  revolve.  When 
the  day  of  release  arrived,  he  passed  the 
gates  not  without  regret,  and  certainly  no 
unpleasant  recollections  of  the  prison  would 
have  deterred  him  from  risking  a  return. 

But  at  Gibraltar  he  found  himself  in  a 
place  of  a  different  sort.  This  new  experi- 
ence indeed  was  about  the  most  irksome  of 
all  the  adverse  chances  that  had  hitherto 
befallen  him  in  his  short  but  chequered 
career.  They  treated  him  so  strangely.  They 
cut  his  hair  close ;  they  made  him  wash 
himself  from  head  to  foot  and  wear  clean 
clothes  ;  there  was  a  priest  who  preached  at 
him,  and  schoolmasters  who  forced  him  to 
learn  to  read  and  write  ;  he  was  obliged  to 
obey  orders,  to  march  like  a  soldier,  to  rise 
and  lie  down  at  regular  hours,  to  keep  silence, 
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to  forego  tobacco ;  above  all,  for  six  days 
in  the  week  to  work,  and  work  right  hard. 
Sooner  than  endure  this  constant  toil  he 
would  have  gladly  faced  starvation  upon  the 
open  mountain  slopes,  or  fought  for  his  food 
with  pigs  and  beasts  of  the  field.  Daily  at 
dawn  they  marched  him,  guarded  by  loaded 
muskets,  to  far-off  quarries,  where,  with  a 
crowd  of  felon  associates,  he  laboured  on 
continuously  with  pick,  shovel,  and  jumper, 
or  in  man-harness  with  tackle  and  fall,  till, 
when  night  approached,  weak  and  exhausted, 
his  hands  torn  and  bleeding,  his  spirits 
cowed  and  his  courage  gone,  he  wished  that 
he  were  dead.  With  half-hearted  efforts  he 
strove  to  perform  his  allotted  task,  and  when 
he  failed,  as  fail  he  generally  did,  he  met 
the  uncompromising  reproaches  of  his  stern 
masters,  or  the  baleful  eyes  of  his  companions, 
who  glowered  at  him  or  swore  with  coarse 
gibes  that  he  shirked  his  share  of  the  general 
toil.  Often — how  often  ! —  did  he  gaze  hope- 
lessly across  the  Bay,  now  smooth  as  bur- 
nished silver,  now  black  and  angry  as  his  own 
heart,  and  pant  to  be   once   more   free.     But 


no      LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

there  was  no  hope — no  hope !  seven  summers 
yet  to  run  scorching  up  the  marrow  In  his 
bones,  seven  winters  searching  all  his  joints 
with  icy  blasts,  and  through  all  their  dreary 
round  no  glimmer  of  hope  or  change.  It 
seemed  to  him  a  lifetime.  When  seven  years 
were  passed  his  hair  would  be  grey,  his 
mother  dead,  Frank  Wriottesley  removed 
far  beyond  the  reach  of  his  revenge.  This 
filled  his  cup  indeed  ;  the  bare  thought  that 
Frank  might  thus  escape  him  made  his  lot 
almost  intolerable  to  bear.  What !  no  chance 
of  revenge  ?  Must,  then,  all  his  hideous 
wrongs  be  patiently  endured  without  a  pro- 
spect of  repayment  in  kind  ?  Did,  then,  the 
proverb  lie  which  said  that  there  was  no 
debt  which  would  not  some  day  be  paid,  no 
term  that  would  not  in  the  long  run  be  ful- 
filled ?  Was  there  no  justice  in  heaven,  as 
there  seemed  to  be  none  on  earth  ?  Was 
the  evil-doer  free  to  trample  upon  his  victim 
without  danger  of  retaliation,  though  even  the 
worm  may  turn  ?  This  one  gnawing  dread 
that  he  might  never  settle  accounts  with 
Frank,    intensified     all     his     sufferings,    and 
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nerved  him  to  face  all  perils  and  dangers  to 
be  once  more  free — if  only  for  an  hour — if 
only  for  the  short  time  needed  to  plunge  his 
knife  into  Frank  Wriottesley's  heart. 

But  he  soon  found  that  he  was  not  the  only 
desperate  man  among  his  fellows  ;  that  there 
were  others  as  ready  as  he  to  risk  everything 
on  the  throw,  to  stake  their  lives  even,  against 
the  liberty  they  had  lost  and  panted  to  regain. 
It  was  a  cosmopolitan  collection  of  rogues  that 
was  herded  together  in  this  Gibraltar  prison  ; 
to  the  pick  of  English  ruffianism  was  added 
the  scum  of  local  society ;  Spanish  smugglers 
rubbed  shoulders  with  garrotters  from  White- 
chapel  ;  a  Greek  sailor,  sentenced  to  **  life  "  for 
manslaughter,  had  for  chum  a  burglar,  notorious 
for  his  skill  in  picking  patent  locks ;  Moorish 
pirates  from  the  Riff  coast  worked  cheek  by 
jowl  with  educated  forgers  and  the  well-bred 
actors  in  the  most  noted  causes  celebres  of 
recent  times. 

It  might  be  expected  that  these  complex 
elements,  seething  thus  together  as  in  some 
witches'  caldron,  might  any  day  bubble  over 
and  burst  with  a  terrible  explosion ;   yet,  for 
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the  most  part,  the  steel  front  of  inflexible  dis- 
cipline kept  them  within  bounds.  Against  it 
all  this  infamy  might  batter  fruitlessly,  with 
only  certain  detriment  to  themselves.  These 
rogues  could  not  be  true  to  one  another.  They 
schemed,  often  cleverly  enough  ;  but  the  fertile 
brains  amongst  them,  though  quick-witted  and 
ready  in  resource,  could  not  inspire  that  unity 
of  action  which  alone  could  give  them  strength 
to  assail  the  firm,  rock-like  organisation  that 
held  them  in  check. 

Thus  it  was  that  failure — which  to  those 
more  experienced  seemed  inevitable — overtook 
the  first  plot  into  which,  wi'th  feverish  eager- 
ness, Pepe  threw  himself  heart  and  soul  soon 
after  his  first  committal  to  the  prison.  The 
scheme  had  originated  with  a  certain  convict 
called  French  Jack,  a  dexterous  villain,  quick 
to  devise,  but  without  the  heart  to  execute. 
Had  he  been  as  courageous  as  he  was  clever, 
he  might  have  been  a  shining  light  in  the 
world  of  finance,  with  broad  possessions  and 
a  name — upon  the  surface  quite  spotless  and 
pure.  There  was  a  daring  simplicity  in  Jack's 
proposal  now,  that  the  convicts  in  the  Europa 
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quarry  should  rise  en  masse  just  as  evening 
drew  on,  kill  their  keepers,  and  make  off  with 
the  boats  across  the  Bay,  trusting  to  the  dark- 
ness to  evade  pursuit  and  reach  the  Spanish 
soil,  on  which  they  would  be  safe.  All  the 
details  of  this  diabolical  plot  had  been  carefully 
planned,  the  stations  assigned  by  French  Jack 
to  each — he  himself  was  to  be  coxswain  of 
the  leading  boat — and  at  a  given  signal  the 
massacre  was  to  commence.  The  authorities, 
as  it  seemed,  were  entirely  off  their  guard. 
No  whisper  of  the  intended  rising  had  got 
abroad  ;  all  promised  well  for  the  mutineers. 

The  morning  dawned ;  as  usual  the  gangs 
marched  down  to  the  quarries,  headed  by  a 
small  military  guard.  As  they  tramped  along 
the  narrow  pathway  at  the  foot  of  the  rocks, 
the  hearts  of  most  were  joyful  within  them  ; 
this  morning  was  the  last  on  which  they  would 
go  forth  to  hateful  labour;  ere  nightfall  all  would 
be  free. 

Stay!  what  is  that  column  of  smoke  rising 
from  near  the  quarry  ?  The  steam  of  the  tug, 
no  doubt,  which  took  the  stone-laden  barges 
to  and  fro.     And   that  line  of  flashing  light 
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along  the  roadway  above  the  cliff  ?  The 
bayonets  of  a  regiment  marching  out  to  early 
drill. 

False  conjectures  these,  wide,  very  wide  of 
the  mark.  The  smoke  Is  from  the  funnels  of 
a  man-of-war  moored  broadside  on  to  the 
quarry ;  the  bayonets  belong  to  strong  addi- 
tional guards  of  troops  stationed  at  command- 
ing points,  above,  below,  and  all  about  the 
place. 

The  plot  was  discovered  !  Some  one  had 
turned  traitor.  Someone — but  whom?  Every 
man  distrusted  his  neighbour  ;  and  then,  as 
the  blame  shifted  and  was  thrown  backwards 
and  forwards,  and  each  in  turn  denied  his  guilt, 
by  some  strange  concurrence  of  opinion  suspi- 
cion fastened  upon  Pepe,  the  newest  arrival, 
and  the  least  likely  to  defend  himself  from  the 
charge.  Maddened  already  by  disappoint- 
ment, the  sotto  voce  threats  and  scowls  of 
undying  hate  that  met  him  on  every  side 
drove  him  nearly  wild,  and,  half  in  despair, 
half  in  terror  of  his  life,  he  rushed  to  the  sea 
and  threw  himself  in.  Death  he  hoped  would 
be    his   fate    rather    than    re-capture  —  death, 


A  CLEAN  PAIR  OF  HEELS.  I  I  5 

whether  from  drowning  he  did  not  care,  or 
from  the  fast  hail  of  bullets  that  ''  ping, 
pinged  "  upon  the  water  as  he  swam  away. 

But  they  caught  him,  and  as  soon  as  he 
was  recovered  loaded  him  with  chains,  and 
clothed  him  in  a  dress  of  dice-board  pattern, 
so  that  he  looked  like  a  harlequin  in  a  suit  of 
yellow  and  dirty  drab.  He  was  moved,  too, 
to  another  quarry  high  up  the  Rock,  far  away 
from  the  element  which  had  led  him  into  temp- 
tation before.  Blinded  by  passionate  remorse 
and  goaded  on  by  despair,  Pepe  now  more 
than  ever  cursed  Frank  Wriottesley  for  bringing 
him  to  this.  But  not  the  less  did  he  brood  over 
escape.  He  was  resolved  now  to  act  alone. 
He  could  be  loyal  to  himself  he  thought,  but 
he  could  trust  no  other  living  soul.  Secretly 
he  prepared  a  disguise  from  the  blankets  of 
his  hammock,  working  in  the  dead  of  night, 
with  thread  made  from  oakum  and  for  needle 
a  bit  of  rusty  wire.  Several  times  he  wore 
this  blanket  suit  under  his  convict  clothes, 
and  went  forth  to  his  daily  work  hoping  for  a 
chance  to  slip  away  unobserved.  Perhaps  the 
morning  of  opportunity  might  one  day  have 
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dawned ;  but  while  he  was  waiting  in  patient 
hope,  his  keepers  took  him  suddenly  and 
searched  him,  and  came  upon  the  tell-tale 
disguise.  A  jealous  friend  had  discovered  his 
secret  and  betrayed  him. 

For  a  long  time  after  this  his  heart  failed 
him  altogether.  Again  was  he  flogged  and 
starved  and  hung  in  chains,  seemingly  with 
good  effect,  for  he  was  cowed  if  not  tamed, 
and  had  no  longer  the  daring  to  plan  any 
fresh  attempt.  He  had  tried  his  best  and 
failed. 

Authority  was  too  strong  for  him.  It 
could  not  be  defied.  Overwhelmed  with 
despair,  he  was  compelled  to  yield  an 
abject  submission  in  spite  of  himself.  But 
just  when  he  had  altogether  abandoned 
hope,  chance  brought  the  prospect  of  suc- 
cessful evasion  quite  unexpectedly  within 
his  reach. 

One  day  while  at  work  in  the  Viney 
quarry  a  great  mass  of  overhanging  rock 
slipped  from  its  place  and  came  tum- 
blinof  down  with  a  terrible  crash.  Intense 
confusion    followed ;      many     of    those    who 
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worked  below  were  seriously  injured  ;  the 
mass  of  the  convicts  stood  aghast ;  the 
warders  and  guards  for  the  moment  thought 
only  of  succouring  the  wounded,  and  nothing 
of  the  chances  opened  for  escape.  Pepe 
profited  by  the  opportunity.  This  sudden 
accident  was  just  the  loophole  he  needed. 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  jumped  up 
and  ran  for  his  life — ran  straight  up  the  road 
towards  the  Windmill  Hill,  ran  without 
looking  to  right  or  left,  without  knowing 
whether  others  had  followed  his  example, 
intent  only  on  gaining  cover  before  his 
keepers  missed  him  and  started  in  pur- 
suit. 

It  was  July.  Few  people  were  about, 
the  blazing  sun  beat  down  straight  upon 
the  straw  sunshades  of  the  sentries  and 
blinded  them.  Pepe,  unperceived,  reached 
the  hill  near  the  married  soldiers'  quarters. 
To  lay  hands  upon  clothes,  from  the  lines 
hanging  out  to  dry,  was  his  first  act,  and 
thus  disguised,  with  a  coloured  handker- 
chief wound  about  his  head,  he  walked 
quietly   across   the   open    parade   ground   and 
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made  for  Monkey's  Cave,  by  the  '*  Hole 
in  the  Wall."  Here,  on  the  back  of  the 
Rock  at  mid-day,  he  met  no  one,  and  pas- 
sing rapidly  down  by  the  stony  path,  climbed 
over  a  low  parapet  at  the  end,  and  lowered 
himself  into  the  branches  of  a  fig-tree 
that  reached  up  towards  the  battery,  growing 
from  a  chink  in  the  rocks  below,  where 
foot  of  man  perhaps  had  never  trod.  Just 
then  he  heard  the  crash  of  a  cannon  just 
over  his  head.  It  was  the  signal-gun, 
announcing  a  convict's  escape. 

The  blood-hounds  were  after  him  now. 
Would  they  track  him  hither  ?  With  rest- 
less eagerness  he  clambered  on  and  on, 
winning  his  way  with  infinite  toil  and  in 
momentary  peril  of  destruction  till  by  and 
by  the  shades  of  evening  overtook  him  and 
he  was  perforce  compelled  to  halt  till  day- 
light again  returned.  For  the  moment  he 
was  safe  from  the  pursuit  of  men  ;  but  yet 
his  life  was  hanging  by  a  thread.  He  held 
on  grimly,  but  his  foothold  was  not  secure  ; 
the  failure  of  a  twig  or  the  looseness  of  a 
stone,    and    he    must    have    fallen    hundreds 
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of  feet  down    into   the   depths  of  the  shark- 
haunted  Mediterranean. 

Thus  he  waited  through  the  weary  night- 
watches,  and  at  the  first  streak  of  dawn  re- 
newed his  perilous  journey.  He  would  make 
for  Catalan  Bay  ;  perhaps  there  during  the 
night  he  might  steal  a  boat  and  reach  in 
safety  the  Spanish  shore.  Throughout  the 
whole  of  this  second  day  he  clambered 
slowly  on.  As  he  dragged  his  worn-out 
frame  from  point  to  point,  he  hoped  that 
if  any  spied  his  progress  they  might  mistake 
him  for  one  of  the  monkeys  that  at  times 
infest  the  loftiest  crags  and  pinnacles  of  the 
Rock.  Before  nightfall  he  had  reached  the 
great  sandbreccia  that  raises  itself  above 
the  village  of  Catalan  Bay  ;  this  last  descent 
was  seemingly  easy,  but  as  he  slid  down  his 
pace  increased,  till  he  fell  like  Lucifer  never 
to  rise  again. 

When  he  regained  consciousness  he  found 
himself  on  the  beach,  and  just  in  front  of 
him  was  a  boat  bobbing  up  and  down  in 
the  gentle  ripple  of  the  tideless  wave.  Could 
he  reach  it  unobserved  ?    Sentries  kept  watch 
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and  ward  even  here  upon  this  detached  out- 
post of  the  giant  Rock.  They  were  on 
the  alert ;  already  one  had  challenged  a  pass- 
ing shadow  with  a  peremptory  "  Halt !  who 
goes  there  ?  "  making  Pepe's  heart  beat 
wildly  in  fear  of  instant  detection. 

With  noiseless  step,  and  stooping  figure 
he  crept  slowly  on  towards  the  sea.  Would 
not  the  plash  of  his  body  in  the  water 
betray  him  ?  The  sentry's  beat  was  a  long 
one  ;  Pepe  waited  till  he  had  turned  to 
walk  away,  then  with  a  sudden  bound  he 
made  good  his  footing  on  board  the  boat. 
To  cast  loose  was  the  work  of  another 
second ;  and  then  he  drifted  away,  whither  ? 
There  were  no  oars ;  neither  mast  nor 
sail ;  the  rudder  was  unshipped,  and  for  all 
that  Pepe  knew  he  might  be  carried  back 
into  the  very  jaws  of  danger.  Had  he 
known  how  strongly  the  currents  set  here- 
abouts to  the  Atlantic  he  might  have  spared 
himself  many  anxious  hours.  As  it  was, 
each  moment  seemed  to  bring  him  nearer 
re-capture.  At  one  time  he  was  within  ear- 
shot    and     rifle-shot     of    the     sentries,     and 
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might  have  fared  badly  had  he  not  remem- 
bered to  answer  **  Fishing  boat  No.  20,"  when 
challenged.  At  another  the  current  swept 
him  round  the  Europa  point  towards  the 
Mole,  and  he  seemed  heading  hopelessly 
towards  the  prison  house  from  which 
he  had  so  recently  escaped.  Then  again 
the  cockleshell  was  carried  out  to  sea,  up 
and  down,  backwards  and  forwards,  till 
Pepe  felt  certain  that  at  daybreak  his 
position  would  be  plain  to  the  watchers  at 
the  signal-station,  and  then  all  hope  must  ^be 
at  an  end. 

A  prey  thus  to  lively  emotion,  enduring 
the  bitterest  alternations  of  hopes  and  fears, 
it  was  long  before  he  realised  that  he  was 
in  truth  half  way  across  the  Bay.  Yet  before 
daylight  came,  his  boat  was  high  and  dry 
upon  the  sands  not  far  from  Cabrita  Point, 
and  he  was  really  free.  Over  the  way,  upon 
the  opposite  shore  was  the  Rock,  the  fortress 
he  had  so  recently  left,  lying  only  half-awake 
as  it  seemed,  winkinof  and  blinkingf  at  him 
with  hundreds  of  eyes  as  the  sun  glinted 
upon     its    glass     and    glittering    guns,     and 
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yawning  out,  as  it  might  be,  that  they  would 
have  him  back  some  day  to  pay  off  all  arrears. 

Pepe  shook  his  fist  at  his  old  enemy,- 
and  swore  a  big  oath  that  never  again 
would  he  set  foot  on  English  soil.  He 
was  a  Spaniard  in  Spain  ;  the  English  law 
was  powerless  to  touch  him  now.  He  was 
free ;  yes,  free  as  air  and  about  as  empty. 
Now  when  the  great  excitement  of  his  pro- 
longed escape  was  ended,  he  remembered 
that  for  at  least  two  days  he  had  not  tasted 
food.  He  was  penniless ;  nearly  in  rags. 
What  matter  ?  Well  versed  in  all  the  shifts 
of  a  nomad  life,  he  dug  up  the  first  aloe 
he  found,  and  gnawed  some  sustenance  from 
its  stringy  roots;  then  passing  an  orchard 
of  prickly  pears,  helped  himself  plentifully 
to  this  saponaceous  fruit,  and  choosing  a 
green  spot  by  a  babbling  stream,  sat  down 
to  rest  and  refresh,  and  think  upon  his 
future  plans. 

At  first  the  strange  sensation  of  absolute 
freedom  from  restraint,  the  knowledge  that  no 
one  watched  him,  that  no  one  was  on  his  track, 
that  he  need  never  do  another  stroke  of  work, 
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but  might  lie  there  upon  his  back  and  idle 
all  his  hours  away — took  possession  of  him 
to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  thoughts.  For  the 
present  his  head  was  turned  by  the  delicious 
certainty  of  liberty ;  he  was  intoxicated,  ob- 
livious, careless  what  might  happen  to  him 
next.  So  he  dozed  on,  lulled  by  the  tranquil 
scene  and  the  rushing  waters,  till,  sinking  off 
to  sleep,  he  dreamt  that  he  was  once  more  in 
a  punishment  cell  and  safe  under  lock  and 
key. 

With  a  start  he  woke  and  sprang  to  bis 
feet.  The  sun  was  now  high  in  the  heavens. 
He  had  better  be  moving  on.  Algeciras  was 
not  far  distant,  he  would  beg  there  a  little  food 
as  he  passed  through,  and  then  make  his  way 
to  Puente  Mayorga,  seeking  refuge  once  more 
in  his  mother's  hut.  The  journey  was 
tedious ;  there  were  two  rivers  to  cross,  and 
as  he  could  not  pay  the  toll  at  the  ferries,  he 
had  to  struggle  to  a  point  higher  up  their 
course,  where  he  found  fords  and  waded  over. 
It  was  near  sun-down  when  the  foot-sore, 
ragged  vagrant  came  in  sight  of  the  high  arch 
of  the  Mayorga  bridge,  and  few  of  those  he 
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met  recognised  In  him  the  Impish  Pepe 
Picarillo  who  had  once  called  this  hamlet  his 
home. 

''  Whom  seek  you  ?  "  they  asked. 

"  My  poor  mamma  !  "  He  was  as  piteous 
as  a  babe  deserted  on  a  door  step. 

'*  And  which  princess  of  all  these  palaces 
hard  by  Is  the  proud  possessor  of  such  a 
ragged  rogue  as  you  ?  " 

•*  Ragged  or  In  purple,  the  proverb  says 
that  a  good  drinker  Is  often  covered  by  a 
tattered  cloak." 

''  By  what  title,  then,  Is  Her  Highness 
your  mother  known  ?  " 

"  She  Is  the  TIa  Josefija,  and  I  am  Pepe 
Picarillo,  her  son." 

"  She  has  gone,  she  lives  here  no  longer." 

''  Gone !  without  a  word.  Can  none  of  the 
neighbours  tell  me  where  she  may  be  found  .^  " 

One  thought  she  might  be  found  at 
Marbella ;  another  said  she  had  gone  to  Los 
Barlos.  She  was  In  the  hospital  at  Algeciras 
— in  gaol — dead.  What  did  any  of  them 
care  ? 

Nor  for  the  matter  of  that  did  Pepe.     He 
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had  been  emancipated  from  maternal  control 
for  many  years,  and  could  perhaps  rub  along 
without  her  now.  His  only  object  in  seeking 
her  out  had  been  that  he  might  exercise  his 
right  as  the  strongest,  by  depriving  her  of  her 
earnings,  or  making  her  support  him,  now  that 
he  was  grown  to  man's  estate,  in  a  life  of 
dignified  ease.  But  Josefa  had  disappeared, 
and  Pepe  began  to  realise  that  he  must  work 
for  himself  or  starve ;  when  a  whisper  from  a 
dark-visaged  contrabandista^  who  was  on  his 
way  to  buy  tobacco  on  the  Rock,  gave  him  to 
understand  that  he  might  hear  of  his  mother 
at  the  Ermita  de  San  Antonio  in  the  Sierra  de 
los  Gazules.  Her  precise  employment  was 
not  described,  but  Pepe  gathered  from  the 
winking  eye  of  his  informant  that  the  Ermita 
was  a  depot  for  contraband  goods,  and  that 
Josefa  acted  as  a  sort  of  care-taker  and  general 
servant  for  the  smugglers  who  made  it  their 
home. 

After  some  days  of  weary  wandering  Pepe 
came  upon  the  spot  indicated.  The  Ermita 
was  not  well  known,  at  least  few  people  of 
those  he  met  pretended  that  they  had  heard 
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of  it,  while  one  or  two  shook  their  heads  and 
looked  twice  at  Pepe  before  they  answered 
him. 

It  stood  at  the  end  of  a  deep  cano7i  or  gully, 
alone,  a  solitary  tomb-like  building,  part  and 
parcel  almost  of  the  rocks  behind  it,  and 
hidden  in  front  and  on  either  side  by  a  tre- 
mendous wall.  In  times  past,  it  had  served  as 
a  refuge  for  half-a-dozen  gloomy  fanatics  who 
had  come  hither  to  tell  their  beads  and  whip 
themselves  to  death  ;  now  its  retired  position 
and  massive  proportions  made  it  a  fitting  home 
for  the  gang  of  evil-doers  with  whom  Josefa 
lived. 

Pepe  knocked  loudly  several  times  before 
he  heard  the  usual  "  Quien  esf  (who  comes)  ? 
and  it  was  spoken  in  tones  so  surly  and  dis- 
couraging that  he  had  hardly  the  heart  to  give 
his  answer  in  due  form,  "  Gente  de  paz''  or 
peaceful  people,  feeling  that  to  be  inoffensive 
and  harmless  would  no  more  serve  him  than 
they  do  the  lambkin  who  visits  the  wolf. 

A  wicket  in  the  door  was  opened,  and  at  it 
appeared  a  pair  of  eyes. 

**  What  is  your  business  ?     This  is  no  con- 
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vent  now  ;  here  are  no  alms  to  waste  on  Idle 
rogues  who  only  keep  walls  from  falling." 

"  I  want  to  see  Josefa." 

^'  Andal  Be  off !  There  is  no  Josefa  here." 

"  I  am  her  son." 

"  That  is  matter  of  another  Friday.  She 
may  well  be  proud  of  you — proud  as  the  hen 
when  it  lays  an  addled  ^<g^.  But  wait ; 
these  may  be  greater  lies  than  a  tailor  tells. 
Wait ! " 

Josefa  herself  came  next. 

*'  Pepito !  what  evil  wind  has  blown  you 
hither  .>  " 

"  I  am  not  welcome,  it  seems." 

**  About  as  welcome  as  does  at  mass." 

**  I  broke  prison  last  week  ;  I  am  footsore, 
starving ;  ask  them  to  let  me  in.  They 
trust  you  ;  I  will  serve  them,  faithfully  too." 

*'  As  Is  the  bell  so  is  the  clapper.  The 
Tia  Is  a  lazy,  gossiping  hag,"  said  the  first 
speaker.  *'  Her  mouth  is  like  a  basket  that 
won^t  shut — everything  falls  out  of  it.  We 
don't  want  two  of  the  same  breed." 

'-^  My  son  is  brave,  intelligent,  and  strong," 
pleaded  Josefa. 
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'*  He  IS  not  fit  for  us.  Girths  chafe  the 
mule  that  has  never  carried  a  saddle.  Let  him 
leave  off  milk  and  bread,  and  come  again 
when  good  food  has  filled  his  veins  with 
courage.  How  could  such  a  ghost  play  his 
part  with  men,  muy  hombres — men  indeed  ?  " 

"He  knows  every  inch  of  ground  between 
the  two  seas.'^  (The  Atlantic  and  the  Medi- 
terranean.) "  He  is  fearless  as  an  eight-year 
bull." 

"  Every  piece  of  cloth  won't  make  a  sail. 
He  must  show  what  he  is  worth  before  we 
let  him  live  with  us." 

But  without  further  discussion  Pepe  was 
admitted.  The  door  was  barred  behind  him  ; 
he  crossed  a  narrow  yard  badly  paved,  and 
entered  a  room  which  served  as  kitchen  and 
for  general  purposes.  It  was  whitewashed 
within,  and  owned  a  few  old  chairs ;  in  one 
corner  was  a  charcoal  stove,  on  the  walls  one 
or  two  gaudily-coloured  prints  representing 
the  martyrdom  of  San  Christobal,  a  portrait 
of  the  Virgin  de  la  Angustia,  and  of  the 
saints  Justina  and  Rufina,  the  patronesses  of 
Seville.    Four  men   were  round  a    low  table 
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playing  cards  ;  they  were  dressed  much  alike, 
in  short  brown  jackets,  white  shirts,  trousers 
reaching  to  the  knee,  gaiters  of  untanned 
leather  open  behind  to  show  the  stocking ; 
all  carried  revolvers  in  their  waist-cloths  and 
enormous  Albacete  knives. 

The  principal  personage  was  a  tall  man 
of  more  than  six  feet,  with  a  scowling  look. 
He  was  much  pitted  with  the  small-pox  but 
clean-shaved;  in  his  shirt  were  silver  studs, 
and  on  his  jacket,  breast,  and  sleeves,  rows  of 
hanging  silver  buttons.     He  spoke  to  Pepe. 

"  Hola !  prison-bird,  ha^t  thou  cheated  the 
hangman  and  the  gallows  ?  Whence  come 
you — from  Ceuta  or  Melilla  ?  How  did  you 
escape  your  chains  ?  '* 

"  I  am  from  La  Plaza,  from  the  English 
prison  on  the  Rock." 

**  Did  not  the  soldiers  send  you  here  to 
spy  us  out  ?  Speak  truly,  or  by  the  life  of  the 
Moors,  you  had  better  say  your  prayers." 

"  I  came  in  search  of  Josefa,  my  mainmaita. 
But  I  would  gladly  stay  with  you  and  work.'* 

"  A  ver.  Let's  see  first  what  you  can  do.  But 
there,  you  are  safe  inside ;  this  house  is  yours, 
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here  you  can  stay — until  we  let  you  out,  eh 
Padre  Cura  ?  "  he  said,  with  a  laugh  to  a  short 
stout  man  having  some  faint  resemblance  to  a 
priest,  with  his  close-shaven  head  and  smooth, 
fat  cheeks.  The  Padre  Cura's  eyes  were  dark 
and  restless,  his  glance  shifting,  and  his  attitude 
that  of  one  for  ever  on  the  watch. 

Of  the  remaining  three,  one  was  called 
Verdugo  (hangman),  the  other  two  Senor 
Jose  and  Gabarron.  Senor  Jose  was  a  young 
man  of  very  dark  complexion,  coal-black  eye- 
brows and  moustache,  resolute  and  cruel  of 
aspect ;  he  called  himself  a  political  refugee : 
that  is  to  say,  he  had  served  as  Serjeant  in  a 

regiment     which     '*  pronounced  " for     the 

wrong  person,  and  Mr  Jose  having  killed  one 
or  two  of  his  officers,  thought  it  advisable  to 
disappear.  Verdugo  had  never  followed  the 
trade  which  gained  him  his  soubriquet,  but 
had  been  sentenced  once  or  twice,  en  contu- 
macion,  to  death.  Gabarron  was  an  oldish 
gentleman,  who  had  once  been  a  farm-labourer, 
and  who  thought  it  promotion  to  look  after 
the  horses  at  the  Ermita,  and  help  Josefa  in 
her  household  tasks. 
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Soon  after  Pepe's    arrival  came    the    hour 
for   the   evening   meal.     One  dish   comprised 
the   whole   repast  —  a   wide   frying-pan   filled 
with  bread-crumbs  cooked  in  oil  and  on  the  top 
small  sausages  surrounded  by  square  fat  junks 
of  pork.     The  guests   squatted   round ;    each 
with    a   wooden  spoon    attacked  the  dish    in 
turn  and  at  a  given  signal, — when  the  chief, 
that  is  to  say,  stuck  his  spoon  in  the  centre 
of  the  stew,   all  desisted   from  eating,  and  a 
great    jar    of   prior ato,    or    Catalonian   wine, 
passed   round   from   hand    to    hand.      When 
all  had  drunk,  then  to  it  again ;    and  so   on 
alternately  till  the  frying-pan  was  empty  and 
the  wine  was  gone.     The  making  of  cigarettes 
wound  up  the  entertainment,  each  man  using 
his  big  knife  to  cut  up  a  morsel  of  black  to- 
bacco which  was    much  like  shredding  mus- 
tard   and     cress     with     a     mower's    scythe. 
Early  in  the  night,  all  but  one  on  guard  had 
made  up    their    beds    on  the   clay  floor  and 
rolled  over  to  sleep. 

These  rogues  with  whom  Pepe  had  thrown 
in  his  lot  were  but  pettifogging  highwaymen 
after  all.    They  had  practised  smuggling  most 
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of  them,  and  did  a  little  still  In  the  same  line, 
but  trade  had  not  been  brisk  of  late,  and 
they  were  short  of  capital  to  embark  In  such 
ventures.  So  they  took  to  thieving ;  haunting 
paths  more  retired,  and  depriving  the  poorer 
wavfarers  of  the  smallest  coins.  Hitherto 
their  operations  had  been  but  trifling — so 
inconsiderable,  indeed,  that  the  civil  guards, 
the  gen-d'armes  of  Spain,  had  left  them  to 
their  own  devices.  But  for  some  time  past, 
El  Capitano^  as  their  leading  spirit  was 
called,  had  meditated  greater  things.  He 
wished  to  fly  at  higher  game ;  perchance  by 
one  successful  coup  they  might  get  enough  to 
live  In  ease  the  remainder  of  their  lives. 

He  was  as  daring  as  he  was  unprincipled ; 
a  man  of  some  education,  who  had  travelled, 
moreover,  and  knew  men  and  manners.  He 
had  read  of  the  bold  acts  of  the  Sicilian 
Camorra,  he  knew  that  the  profession  of 
brigand  was  both  adventurous  and  lucrative 
in  Italy  and  Greece ;  he  had  heard  in  his 
own  land  traditions  of  Jose  Maria  the  terror 
of  Southern  Spain,  and  of  the  Siete  Nlnos 
— the  Seven  Babes — of  Eclja,  who  had  infested 
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the  mountains  and  ravaged  Andalucia  from 
end  to  end.  He  wished  to  emulate  such 
deeds  as  these.  But  the  neighbourhood  was 
poverty-stricken ;  people  of  the  better  class 
stayed  much  at  home,  and  there  was  little  hope 
of  rich  spoil  upon  the  roads  and  highways. 
The  only  chance  lay  in  inveigling  some  rich 
proprietor  to  a  distance  from  his  home  ;  they 
might  carry  him  off  then  to  the  Hermitage, 
and  detain  him  in  peril  of  his  life  till  a  suffi- 
cient ransom  was  paid.  Such  things  had 
been  done  in  times  past,  why  not  again  ? 

The  chief  difficulty  with  the  Captain  had 
been  to  find  a  suitable  victim.  Rich  men 
ready  to  compound  in  a  large  sum  for  deliver- 
ance from  death  are  not  to  be  found  on  every 
bush  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Southern 
Spain.  Pepe's  knowledge  of  the  neighbour- 
hood was  soon  turned  to  account  by  the 
Captain.  Did  he  not  know  some  eligible 
victim  ?  None  hereabouts  ?  On  the  Rock 
then  ?  No  wealthy  merchant,  no  grasping 
Jew  who  might  be  tempted  to  a  distance  on 
the  chance  of  profit,  of  buying  a  cheap  olive 
grove    or    a    mountain    of    minerals  ?      Pepe 
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thought  of  Bellota ;  but  the  old  man  was 
too  infirm  to  travel  far  afield,  as  of  yore,  in 
search  of  gain.  Well,  then,  went  on  the 
Captain,  was  there  no  reckless  English  officer 
of  a  roving  spirit,  whose  inquisitiveness  took 
him  into  far-off  corners,  whom  long  immunity 
from  danger  had  persuaded  that  even  the 
loneliest  bye-paths  were  secure  ? 

Pepe  suddenly  remembered  Frank  Wriot- 
tesley.  Delightful  thought  !  His  former 
master,  whom  he  so  cordially  detested,  was 
exactly  the  person  required.  He  was  rich, 
enormously  rich,  and  could  pay  almost  a  king's 
ransom ;  that  is  to  say,  if  he  were  to  be 
released  at  all.  Could  Pepe  keep  his  hands 
off  him  if  he  fell  helplessly  into  his  clutches  ? 
But  perhaps  Frank  would  prove  obstinate  ; 
perhaps  he  would  refuse  to  pay  a  farthing  to 
obtain  his  freedom.  Then  perchance  back 
debts  might  be  paid ;  Pepe  might  then  indeed 
slake  his  thirst  for  revenge. 

But  where  was  Frank  to  be  found  ?  Having 
been  so  long  incarcerated,  Pepe  knew  nothing 
of  the  other's  movements.  Frank  might  be 
in  England ;   he  might  never  now  travel  into 
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Spain.      To    gain    certain     intelligence     was 
obviously  the  first  step. 

With  this  in  view  Pepe  went  down  to  the 
Cortijo  de  Agua  Dulce.  He  saw  Lucas,  who 
said — 

"  Well  then,  idler  ?  In  search  of  bread  ? 
take  it !  Have  you  turnQd  ^ordzosero  (beggar)  ? 
We  heard  you  were  in  jail  upon  the  Rock  ? " 

"  No,  Senor  ;  I  am  in  business  now,  with  a 
horse-chaunter.  I  come  to  do  you  a  good 
turn." 

"  The  good  turn  the  key  does  to  the  thief 
whom  it  locks  within  four  walls." 

"  Bien,  Senor  Don  Lucas ;  then  will  I  take 
my  pigs  elsewhere." 

"  What  is  your  business  ?  " 

"  We  have  a  horse  to  sell,  one  of  the  purest 
breeds  in  Spain.  Will  your  worship  come 
and  see  him,  at  the  Venta  de  Hambre 
Negra?" 

"  I  am  an  old  fox.  Tt^s,  tus,  won't  do 
for  me.  If  I  went  to  the  Hambre  Negra  it 
would  be  with  a  party  of  civiles  to  give  you, 
and  all  the  house  contains,  into  the  hands  of 
the  law." 
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Pepe  swore,  by  the  life  of  god  Bacchus, 
by  a  tunny-fish  salted,  that  they  were  honest 
folk,  and  sought  only  to  sell  their  horse  to 
advantage. 

"At  least  tell  me,  is  there  no  one  else  tO; 
whom  you  can  recommend  us  ?  " 

*'  Try  your  old  amo — that  yellow-faced  Eng- 
lish officer,  who  bought  my  horse  the  Bat." 

*'  Has  he  been  this  way  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Lucas — for  this  meeting  which 
I  am  describing  took  place  some  days  before 
Frank's  visit  to  the  farm.  But  Lola  was  in 
the  house  close  guarded,  and  Lucas  half 
expected  that  her  lover  would  make  some 
attempt  to  see  her  soon. 

"  I  would  that  I  could  meet  with  him ; 
we  have  accounts  to  settle  yet." 

"  What  would  you  do  with  him  ?  Pick  his 
pockets,  or  worse  ?  " 

"  I  hate  him,  Senor ;  he  has  done  me  a 
grievous  wrong.  If  I  had  my  will  he  should 
suffer  the  death." 

''  Bah !  Threats  do  to  butter  bread  with. 
He  is  safe  from  you;  you  have  not  heart  to 
touch  even  a  hair  of  his  head.'^ 
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"  Give  me  but  the  chance ;  tell  me  how 
and  where  I  may  find  him,  and  if  I  do  not 
hide  my  knife  in  his  heart,  call  me  for  ever 
after  a  baby  and  a  coward." 

He  looked  so  vicious  as  he  said  these  words 
that  Lucas  felt  he  was  in  earnest.  Frank 
could  count  upon  little  mercy  if  he  fell  into 
Pepe's  hands. 

It  was  because  he  remembered  this  that 
Lucas  sent  off  in  search  of  Pepe  the  moment 
he  recovered  from  his  consternation  at  Frank's 
attempt  to  carry  off  Dolores.  ^ 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


lola's  dilemma. 


When  Frank  came  to  himself  the  sun  was 
down  and  It  was  nearly  dark.  How  long 
had  elapsed  since  the  struggle  he  had  no 
distinct  Idea.  He  rose  slowly  to  his  feet 
and  felt  himself  all  over.  Still  sound  in 
wind  and  limb  ;  slightly  dazed  only,  his  head 
sore  and  aching.  The  blood  had  congealed 
upon  his  forehead,  but  a  little  water  and 
some  sticking-plaster  would  soon  set  that 
right.  There  was  plenty  of  diaculum  In 
the  medlclne-bag  ;  It  was  stowed  away  in  the 
right-hand  wallet  of  Taraxicum's  saddle. 

But  the  horse— where  was  the  horse  ? 
Had  they  taken  him  ?  And  then,  as  to  his 
other  belongings.  He  searched  his  pockets. 
His    money    was    safe    and    his    watch ;    his 
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sleeve  links,  and  his  ring.  Stay !  on  which 
finger  did  he  wear  the  ring  his  darling  had 
given  him  in  London,  as  a  last  proof  of  her 
plighted  troth  ?  It  was  missing.  It  must 
have  slipped  off  his  finger  in  the  fight.  For 
her  dear  sake  he  searched  long  and  care- 
fully  without   success. 

"  She  will  know  some  day  how  I  lost  it. 
Though  the  ring  may  go,  says  the  proverb, 
it  is  well  if  the  finger  remains.  It  might 
be  worse.  I  am  alive  and  unhurt,  and  Lola 
is  at  hand." 

But  he  must  recover  his  horse  ;  this  was 
indispensable;  and  therefore  he  trudged  for- 
ward as  quickly  as  he  could  towards  the 
town,  meaning  to  make  inquiries  and  send 
out  thence  in  search. 

He  came  presently  to  a  little  wayside 
Venta,  just  outside  Ximena,  and  inquired  of 
the  landlord,  a  sour-visaged  young  fellow,  who 
seemed  disgusted  with  Frank's  appearance, 
whether  a  stray  horse  had  passed  that  way. 

"  There  have  been  many  stray  beasts  of 
all  sorts,  and  men,  this  way  since  dawn. 
Was  yours  a  tall  horse  ?  '* 


140      LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

"  Yes  ;   seven   palms." 

''With   a   saddle?" 

'*  An    English   saddle." 

"  No   rider   on   his   back  ?  " 

-  No." 

''His   colour?" 

"  Yellow  and   black   points." 

"  Ah,  well,  I've  not  seen  him.  Go  on 
in  God's   name." 

And  Frank,  In  a  rage  at  time  wasted, 
walked  away. 

He  came  next  to  the  wide  stream  that 
rattles  rapidly  over  the  stones  at  the  foot 
of  the  town,  and  halted  again  to  inquire  at 
the   mill. 

No  news  whatever  of  the  missing  steed — • 
People  seemed  suspicious  of  Frank ;  they 
often  omitted  the  ceremonious  tested, — "  your 
worship" — In  addressing  him,  and  he  felt  that 
somehow  he  had  lost  caste.  He  forgot  that 
for  the  moment,  with  soiled  apparel  and 
battered  face,  he  hardly  inspired  respect. 
Moreover,  he  was  on  foot;  and  to  walk  is 
a  badge  of  inferiority  in  a  country  where 
even  the  beggars  ride  on  horseback. 
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Footsore  and  weary,  he  entered  the  town. 
Should  he  proceed  at  once  to  the  Posada 
de  la  Corona,  his  old  quarters  ?  They  knew 
him  there  well ;  and  just  at  present  Frank 
preferred  to  escape  observation.  So  he  sat 
down  for  a  while  on  a  stone  bench  In  the 
narrow  square  which  served  as  alameda  or 
public  walk  of  the  town.  It  was  late.  Few 
people  were  stirring.  Now  and  again  a 
dark  figure,  shrouded  in  a  long  capa  or 
cloak,  slipped  rapidly  by  en  roitte  for  the 
reja  or  barred  window  of  his  lady-love ;  ,or 
the  Iron-shod  feet  of  pack-animals  heavily- 
laden  struck  noisily  upon  the  stone  pavement, 
waking  all  the  sleeping  echoes  of  the  streets. 
One  and  all  of  these  cavalcades  Frank  narrowly 
scanned,  half  expecting  to  see  Taraxicum 
among  them.     Nor  was  he  disappointed. 

Here  was  the  horse  himself,  at  the  end  of 
a  long  string  of  mules.  An  oldish  man 
bestrode  the  leading  beast,  kicking  it  con- 
tinually with  his  heels  as  if  to  hurry  the 
pace.  The  rider  was  evidently  anxious  to 
get  to  his  journey's  end. 

Frank    sprang    at    once    to    his    feet,   and 
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followed  through  many  Intricacies  of  the 
winding  streets,  till  at  length  they  reached 
a  small  Inn,  the  doors  of  which  were  already 
closed  for  the  night. 

The  muleteer  knocked.  Presently  a  man 
appeared  at  a  window  above  with  a  lantern, 
and  after  exchanging  a  few  words,  came 
down  and  gave  admission  to  the  whole  party. 
At  Taraxicum's  heels  Frank  also  passed  in, 
unobserved. 

*'Tio  Mochuelo,"  said  the  ostler,  "you  are 
late,  like  the  owl  whose  name  you  bear." 

**  Caramba !  hours  ago  should  I  have 
reached  the  town  but  for  this  malvado,  this 
ugly  horse,  that  led  me  such  a  dance.'* 

*'  A  new  purchase  ?  " 

*'  No,  Senor  ;  I  got  him  gratis,  for  nothing. 
He  was  running  away,  and  I  caught  him 
like  a  fish." 

*'  Luck,  in  truth.  Is  for  those  it  meets,  and 
not  for  those  who  go  In  search  of  It.  Yet 
this  horse  had  for  certain  a  master.  See, 
he  is  saddled  and  equipped  after  the  English 
fashion.     Where,  then,  is  Its  owner  ? 

**  What  care  I  ?   who  finds,  keeps.     Hola ! " 
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added  the  muleteer,  suddenly  catching  sight 
of  Frank,  who  stood  at  Taraxicum's  head. 
*'  What  cloud  has  rained  you  down  ?  " 

"  I  have  come  for  my  horse." 
**  Cepos  qtcedos,  no  more  of  that.     The  horse 
is  mine." 

"  Of  that  the  alcalde  shall  decide.  I  can 
bring  proof  from  the  Rock,  then  at  your 
peril  will  you  keep  the  horse." 

High  words  might  have  ensued,  but  the 
ostler,  anxious  for  the  good  name  of  the 
house,  suggested  that  the  strange  gentleman 
should  submit  to  some  test  of  ownership. 
Let  him  say  what  the  wallets  and  saddle- 
baofs  contained.  To  this  the  muleteer  rather 
ungraciously  consented,  growing  almost  In- 
dignant when  Frank  passed  satisfactorily 
throuo^h  the  ordeal.  It  was  clear  that  Tar- 
axicum  must  be  surrendered. 

However,  as  a  salve  to  the  muleteer,  Frank 
slipped  a  couple  of  golden  Isabels  into  his 
hand ;  and  the  whole  difficulty  was  at  an 
end.  Nay,  as  our  hero  was  always  ready  to 
lend  a  helping  hand  to  man,  woman,  or 
child,    and    worked     cheerfully    to    assist    in 
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imloadlnof  the  mules,  he  and  the  Tic  Mochuelo 
soon  became  the  fastest  friends.  They  shared 
suppers,  exchanged  cigarettes,  drank  from 
each  other's  botas,  and  last  of  all,  settled 
down  together  to  sleep  upon  the  floor  of 
the  stable,  their  beds  being  the  pack-saddles, 
and  their  bed-clothes  the  coarse  red  mantas 
belonging  to  the  house. 

It  was  not  till  next  morning,  when  Frank  at 
the  horse-trough  was  washing  off  the  grimy 
marks  of  the  day  previous,  that  Tio  Mochuelo 
permitted  himself  to  be  inquisitive.  He  could 
see  now  in  the  broad  daylight  that  Frank  was 
of  superior  station,  doubtless  a  gentleman — 
English  too,  and  probably  mad. 

"  How  came  you  to  lose  your  horse,  Seizor 
mio  ?  " 

"He  threw  me ;  I  know  no  more.  When  I 
came  to  again,  he  was  gone.'* 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  other  thoughtfully,  ''  and  he 
scratched  your  forehead  with  his  foot.  It's  a 
mercy  you  were  not  killed." 

Evidently  from  the  old  man's  tone  he  did 
not  believe  Frank's  story ;  but,  with  that 
innate   good-breeding    so   conspicuous   in   the 
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better  class  of  Spanisji  peasants,  he  forebore 
to  question  further.  Every  man  was  master 
of  his  own  affairs;  when  indisposed  to  talk, 
reticence  must  be  respected. 

Frank  liked  the  old  fellow's  looks,  and  was 
pleased  at  his  forbearance.  Tio  Mochuelo — 
so  nicknamed  because  as  an  arriero  he  much 
preferred  to  travel  by  night — was  a  spare- 
framed,  apple-cheeked  old  man,  with  white 
hair  and  white  whiskers,  but  holding  himself 
straight,  and  seemingly  still  active  as  a  boy. 
He  had  a  bright  grey  eye  with  a  twinkle  in  it, 
such  as  is  not  uncommon  with  the  Andalwz, 
who  is  to  Spain  what  the  Irish  peasant  is  to 
the  United  Kingdom — a  merry  jester,  ever 
ready  with  a  quip  at  anybody's  expense. 

'*  Do  you  travel  far  to-day,  Tio  ? ''  asked 
Frank  tentatively.  He  was  wondering  whether 
he  had  found  an  ally. 

*'  These  bales  of  cloth  are  for  Antonio  Villa- 
mar,  who  keeps  the  mercer ia  (draper's  shop) 
here  in  Ximena.  I  shall  load  up  with  charcoal 
as  soon  as  these  are  delivered,  and  return  to 
San  Roque." 

**  Are    you    always    thus    upon    the    road  ? 

Where,  then,  is  your  home  ?  '* 

VOL.  in.  K 
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"  At  Alcala.  I  go  once  a  month  to  see  my 
family  there.  My  wife,  Senor  mio,  is  sharp- 
tongued.  If  you  are  yourself  married  you 
will  understand.  Marriage  is  like  a  melon — 
all  a  matter  of  chance  till  you  try  it." 

"  *  I  lost  my  wife  and  my  fine  horse  both  on 
one  day,'"  said  Frank,  quoting  a  couplet.  "' '  It 
is  the  horse  only  that  I  regret.' " 

*'  I  am  delighted  to  find  a  kindred  spirit," 
replied  Tio  Mochuelo.  "  A  wife  is"  to  be 
treated  like  a  dog — the  stick  in  one  hand, 
bread  in  the  other." 

"  ril  remember  your  advice.  But  I  am 
not  married  ;  I  only  wish  to  be." 

'*  Senor,  I  will  tell  you  a  tale.*  Two  friends 
in  life  promised  that  the  first  who  died  should 
return  to  tell  the  other  how  he  had  fared 
in  the  world  beyond  the  grave.  They  both 
married ;  presently  one  died.  He  came  back 
according  to  his  vow.  *  How  did  you  get 
on  ? '  asked  his  friend  who  was  still  alive. 
'  Excellently !  Saint  Peter  asked  me  how  I 
had  spent  my  life.  "  I  am  a  poor  devil,"  I 
replied,    *'  who   married  " '*  Say   no   more," 

*  This  will    be    found    in    "La  Familia    Alvareda "   of   Fernan 
Caballero. 
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replied  the  Saint;  "all  your  sins  are  forgiven 
you.  They  are  expiated ;  pass  on."  And  I 
am  now  in  glory.'  By  and  by,  as  time  passed 
our  friend  upon  earth  lost  his  wife.  He  waited 
a  little,  then  married  again.  In  due  course 
he  too  died,  and  appeared  with  some  assurance 
before  the  doorkeeper  of  Heaven.  *  How 
have  you  spent  your  life  ? '  inquired  His 
Hiorhness.  *  I  have  been  married — twice.' 
*  Begone  ! '  replied  Saint  Peter.  *  Heaven 
was  not  made  for  fools.*  Beware,  then,"  said 
the  Tio,  *'  how  you  embark  on  such  a  serious 
affair." 

"  Tell  me,  Tio,  have  you  heard  ever  of 
the  Cortijo  de  Agua  Dulce  ?  '* 

**  Have  I  heard  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint 
Paul !  I  was  in  service  with  Don  Jose — may 
his  soul  rest  in  peace ! — and  I  do  commissions 
now  for  Don  Lucas.  I  am  a  corredor,  a. 
broker,  and  sell  for  him  horses,  cattle,  pigs, 
corn — all  that  he  can  raise  upon  the  farm." 

*'  He  is  your  friend  ?  " 

**  I  gain  my  farthings  as  I  can.  But  Don 
Lucas  Penaflor  is  not  sympathetic,  and  gains 
no  man's  esteem." 

"  Are  you  Hkely  to  visit  the  farm  soon  ? " 
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"  Not  unless  you  have  business  for  me  there. 
I  will  do  it  with  despatch.  I  am  to  be  trusted, 
Sefior  Ingles,  they  will  speak  for  the  Tio  Moch- 
uelo  in  all  the  three  kingdoms  of  Andalucia." 

While  the  other  was  speaking,  Frank  had 
taken  from  his  pocket  a  handful  of  gold  coins 
and  held  them  out  in  his  open  palm. 

**  Do  you  wish  to  earn  this  money,  friend  ?  " 

**  If  I  may  by  fair  means.  Are  you  honest, 
Senor  mio  f  He  who  consorts  with  wolves 
soon  learns  to  howl.  A  rotten  apple  ruins 
its  neighbours  in  the  cask.  Mix  in  dark 
doings  and  you  will  soon  be  as  bad  as  the 
worst.  Senor,  you  must  speak  more  plainly 
if  you  would  gain  my  help.  I  am  no  corta 
bolsas,  no  footpad,  but  of  honoured  people, 
respected  myself  as  one  should  be  when  one's 
hair  is  grey.  Tell  me  the  whole  truth.  When 
the  frying-pan  crackles  there  Is  something  on 
the  fire.  Throw  away  the  husks  and  come 
at  once  to  the  grain." 

Frank  felt  that  this  dry  old  stick  might  be 
of  invaluable  assistance.  Therefore,  with  a 
sudden  outburst  of  words,  and  in  Spanish 
more  fluent  than  grammatical,  he  blurted  out 
the  whole  story. 
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**  Is  that  the  way  the  water  runs?"  cried  Tio 
Mochuelo  with  a  grin.  *'  This  beats  a  baked 
chestnut.  It  comes  to  the  greyhound  by 
inheritance  to  have  a  long  tail,  and  to  the 
young  it  is  as  natural  to  be  in  love.  Pues, 
Senor ;  the  boat  may  be  old,  but  it  has 
crossed  the  ferry  before,  and  may  do  so 
once  again.  My  head  is  snowy,  but  my 
heart  is  warm.  Show  me  how  I  may  help 
you,  and  I  will." 

**  Do  you  know  Dolores  ?  " 

**  The   maiden    of    whom   you   speak   is   a 
prenda,  a  jewel,   of  whom   the  crowned  king 
might  well  be  proud." 

"■  They  treat  her  there  with  the  harshest 
cruelty.     I  wish  to  rescue  her." 

"  New  Knight  of  the  Rueful  Countenance ! 
Am  I  then  to  be  your  Sancho  Panza  ?  " 

**  It  is  no  joke,  Tio.  They  are  killing  her 
by  inches." 

**  That  they  shall  not,  I  swear.  I  love 
her  too.  In  the  days  past,  when  I  travelled 
by  the  farm,  she  had  a  kind  word  for  me 
always,  and  a  smile  in  her  bright  eyes.  But 
tell  me  how  I  can  help  you  in  this  affair." 

"•  Go   for  me   to   the   farm,  on  business,  as 
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you  please.  See  Don  Miguel,  the  little 
brother ;  have  speech  of  Lola  herself ;  but 
by  one  method  or  another  spy  out  for  me 
what  they  are  doing — what  their  next  move 
may  be.  Hasten,  good  old  man  —  hasten; 
but  be  cautious.     I  will  await  you  here." 

Let  us  see  now  how  Lola  had  borne  the 
sudden  overthrow  of  her  hopes — hopes  raised 
at  one  moment,  quite  unexpectedly,  to  the 
highest  pitch— the  next,  crushed  and  crumbled 
into  dust.  Her  condition  was  lamentable  in 
the  extreme.  This  was,  in  truth,  a  supreme 
and  grievous  disappointment.  There  seemed 
no  further  prospect  of  escape  but  that  last 
terrible  escape  which  comes  alike  to  all  mortal 
men. 

They  had  left  her  to  herself.  They  brought 
her  to  her  room  ;  laid  her — she  was  perfectly 
passive — upon  her  little  stretcher-bed,  and  left 
her  broken-hearted  and  miserable;  more  mise- 
rable than,  in  spite  of  all  her  many  previous 
troubles,  she  had  ever  been  before.  The 
door  of  her  room  was  fast  secured.  Ramona 
looked  in  once  or  twice,  as  the  gaoler  in- 
spects a  poHce-cell,  but  did  not  speak.    They 
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brought  food.  How  could  Lola  eat  ?  There 
was  nothing-  left  for  her  but  to  sob  and  sob 
her  heart  out,  till  by  and  by  for  very  weari- 
ness of  tears,  sleep  overcame  her,  and  brought 
a  short-lived  period  of  forgetfulness  and  ease. 

Early  next  day  came  both  Ramona  and 
Dona  Teresa.  The  latter  seemed  especially 
anxious  about  Lola's  precious  health,  but 
carefully  avoided  any  reference  to  that  which 
had  passed.  Our  heroine,  however,  attacked 
them  forthwith  with  the  stronofest  lanoruao^e 
she  had  at  her  command. 

*'  Why  halt  half-way,  ladies  ?  You  h^ve 
imprisoned  me  like  a  galley-slave  or  felon 
condemned.  Why  not  lead  me  out  to  the 
garotte^  or  let  the  brave  Lucas  point  his 
blunderbuss  against  my  suffering  heart }  I 
am  weak  and  helpless.  I  cannot  hope  to 
struggle  against  your  vile  persecutions.  It 
well  beseems  you  to  treat  me  thus.  You 
appear  now  in  your  true  colours,  unfeeling, 
remorseless  wretches." 

"  If  you  talk  so  freely,  Dolores,  we  must 
leave  you  till  you  are  in  a  better  frame  of 
mind,"  observed  Dona  Teresa,  walking  out 
of  the  room  with  her  head  hio-h  in  the  air. 
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Ramona  remained,  and  made  as  if  she 
wished  to  conciliate  Lola,  first  by  taking  her 
hand,  then  by  attempting  to  caress  and  kiss 
her.     But  Lola  repelled  her  with  loathing. 

^'  Viper ! " 

"  My  Lola,  you  wrong  me  in  classing  me 
with  those  others.  I  wish  to  be  your  friend, 
if  you  will  but  let  me.  Wait !  you  will  see 
by  and  by ; "  and  with  this  mysterious  speech 
she  left  Lola  alone. 

The  fact  was,  that  although  joy  had  reigned 
in  Agua  Dulce  at  Lola's  recovery  from  the 
hands  of  the  daring  villain  who  would  have 
carried  her  off,  a  little  consideration  convinced 
them  that  they  had  not  done  with  Frank 
Wriottesley  yet.  Lucas,  now  thoroughly  realis- 
ing all  that  Don  Mariano  meant  when  he 
bade  them  be  on  their  guard  against  this 
reckless  Englishman,  saw  that  it  behoved 
them  to  concert  fresh  measures  if  they  would 
keep  Lola  perfectly  secure.  The  first  obvious 
step  would  be  to  remove  her  to  some  other 
place — to  some  artfully-concealed  spot,  far  off 
in  an  out-of-the-way  corner  of  the  lonely 
Sierra,  where  they  might  indeed  defy  all 
attempts  at  pursuit. 
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But  how  was  Lola  to  be  got  away  ?  Dona 
Teresa,  speaking  with  the  uncompromising 
sternness  which  was  a  part  of  her  character, 
said  by  force,  If  force  were  necessary.  From 
this  notion  of  violence  even  Lucas  recoiled. 
Ramona  suggested  that  they  should  await 
the  arrival  of  old  Bellota,  for  whom  a  mes- 
senger had  been  despatched.  Surely  they 
could  rely  on  his  authority  ? 

*'  She  has  snapped  her  fingers  at  her 
grandfather  often  before,  and  will  not  go  now 
even  across  the  room  when  he  commands," 
said  Dona  Teresa.  *'  No ;  If  she  Is  to  "be 
removed,  It  must  be  by  force." 

*'  Leave  It  all  to  me,"  said  Lucas.  "  I 
have  a  scheme  of  my  own,  which.  If  I  am 
supported,  cannot  fall  of  success.  Ramona, 
will  you  assist  ?  You  can  act  a  part,  I  know. 
Play  this  properly,  and  our  troublesome  charge 
will  follow  you.  If  needs  be,  to  the  lowest 
abyss  of  that  infierno,  which  by  and  by,  I  trust, 
will  be  her  mad  lover's  portion  for  ever." 

To  Lola  the  remainder  of  the  day  passed 
slowly,  as  It  were  on  leaden  wings.  The  house 
was  always  quiet;  to-day  It  seemed  silent 
as  the  tomb.     Only  once,  although  her  win- 
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dows  were  fast  shut,  she  fancied  she  heard  the 
hoofs  of  many  horses  In  the  corral  below 
and  many  voices.  Was  she  wrong  in  sup- 
posing that  her  grandfather's  was  one  of 
these  ?  At  any  rate,  he  came  not  to  see  her. 
Of  this  she  was  really  glad  ;  in  her  despair 
she  might  speak  words  that  she  might 
afterwards  regret,  upbraid  him  with  a  depth 
of  bitterness  in  fierce  lanofuao;e  that  could 
never  be  recalled.  It  were  better  indeed 
that,  for  the  present,  she  and  her  grand- 
father should  remain  apart. 

And  so  she  spent  the  evening,  as  she 
had  spent  the  day,  alone ;  and  when  night 
came,  she  betook  herself  with  aching  sorrow- 
ful heart  to  her  little  bed,  regretting  almost 
that  she  could  not  lie  down  in  it  as  in  her 
grave,  there  to  be  at  rest  for  ever. 

But  she  could  not  sleep,  even  lightly, 
as  hitherto  she  had  managed,  in  spite  of 
the  dreariness  of  her  life  and  the  unbroken 
confinement  to  the  house.  To-night  her 
nerves  were  all  unstrung,  and  agitation  com- 
bined with  her  despair  to  keep  her  eyes 
unclosed.  She  was  in  that  state  of  unnatural 
alertness    which    sometimes    overtakes    us   in 
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the  night-watches,  when  the  lightest  sound 
is  magnified  to  awful  proportions,  and  vague 
horrors  which  exist  but  in  the  over-wrought 
brain  assume  tangible  and  terrifying  shapes. 
More  than  once  Lola  had  started  up  in 
alarm.  The  furniture  in  the  room  seemed 
to  crack  and  creak  ;  the  rats  and  mice  were 
holding  a  carnival  in  the  cupboards ;  now 
and  again  the  casement  groaned  as  if  it  were 
in  pain,  or  the  wind  growled  in  the  chimney 
as  though  it  were,  like  herself,  imprisoned. 

"  What  was  that  ?  Who  is  there  ? "  she 
cried  in  accents  of  alarm.  * 

Undoubtedly  the  key  had  turned  in  the 
lock  of  her  door,  but  gently,  so  gently,  that 
only  an  acute  and  watchful  ear  could  detect 
the  sound. 

Roused  now  to  thorough  alarm,  Lola 
sprang  up,  and  raising  herself  on  one  arm, 
would  have  shrieked  aloud,  but  her  very 
terror  deprived  her  of  the  power  of  speech. 

Next  moment  came  a  distinct  ''  Hist ! " 
and  a  figure  carrying  a  light  glided  across 
to  where  she  lay. 

It  was  Eamona. 

''  What    brings    you    here  ? "    asked    Lola, 
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with  difficulty  mastering  her  fear.  **  Were 
you  afraid  I  should  escape  through  the  floor  ? 
Is  It  necessary  to  watch  me  from  hour  to 
hour,  as  if  I  were  condemned  to  die  at  dawn  ?  '^ 
"  Hs — h !  Speak  low,  for  the  love  of  our 
Blessed  Mother.  I  could  not  come  sooner, — 
not  till  the  house  was  quiet.  Lucas  would 
kill  me,  I  think,  if  he  caught  me  here — 
and  you  also,  without  hesitation." 

**  It  would  matter  little  to  me,  Ramona,  If 
my  end  came  this  very  night.  Life  has 
for  me  no  great  attractions  now.  Little  joy 
have  I  remaining  but  in  him  whom  they 
struck  down  at  my  side  last  night — my  only 
friend.     Perhaps  I  shall  never  see  him  more.'* 

**  Speak  not  so,  daughter.  Friends  you  have 
still.  But  he,  this  gallant  youth,  who  came  like 
the  CId  Campeador,  like  a  splendid  angel 
arrayed  in  glory,  he  is  not  far  off  now.  Have 
but  courage,  constancy  In  him,  and  you  may 
meet  him  again — who  knows  how  soon  ?  " 

"  What  is  this  you  mean,  Ramona  ?  Do  not 
trifle  with  me.  Do  not  raise  hopes  which 
cannot  be  fulfilled.     Have  you  no  pity  ?  " 

*'Yes;  and  more.  If  you  will  but  trust 
in  me,  you  will  find  a  true  and  faithful  friend." 
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"  Look ! "  went  on  Ramona  after  a  pause, 
*'  do  you  recognise  this  ?  " 

It  was  a  ring,  a  small  nearly  plain  ring 
of  gold,  set  only  with  one  large  ruby  in 
the  centre.  Inside  the  hoop  were  the  letters 
''  D.  to  F.,"  and  the  date.     Her  gift  to  Paco  ! 

"  How  came  you  by  this  ?  Quick,  speak ! 
For  the  love  of  all  you  hold  most  dear, 
keep  me  no  longer  in  suspense." 

*^  He  gave  it  me  himself,  late  last  night." 

*'  JDtos  mio  I  " 

*'  Wait !  let  me  tell  you  all.  When  you 
were  overtaken  and  separated,  he  was  left 
upon  the  ground  senseless." 

^^  Ay  de  mil''  cried  Lola  with  a  quick  ges- 
ture, as  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  wound. 

"  Have  patience,  daughter.  Lucas  and  the 
men  carried  you  back  in  their  arms.  Their 
only  desire  was  to  see  to  your  safety.  Him 
they  left  to  his  fate.  They  were  men — 
heartless  and  unpitying  men.  Such  is  not 
my  character,  Lola  mia,  and  it  cut  me  to 
the  heart  to  see  this  gtcapo  chico  extended 
senseless,  lifeless  it  might  soon  be,  if  no 
helping  hand  were  near.  So  I  went  back 
as  soon  as    the   first  wild   turmoil  was   over. 
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creeping  out  so  that  no  one  should  see 
me,  taking  with  me  bandages,  oil  also,  and  a 
small  crock  of  wine  from  last  year's  vintage." 

''  May  the  Holy  Saints  bless  you,  Ramona  !  " 
said  Lola  fervently.  ''  And  you  found  him  ? 
Was  he  hurt  ?  In  pain  ?  Dzos  de  mi  vida^ 
tell  me  quick." 

**  I  found  him  by  his  horse,  a  little  off 
the  path,  whither  he  had  crawled,  but  had 
been  too  weak  to  travel  farther  thus.  At 
my  approach  he  lifted  his  head  only,  and 
sank  back  again.     I  dressed  his  wounds  " 

Lola  expressed  her  grateful  thanks  with 
a  warm  pressure. 

"  Gave  him  wine  " 


Another  expressive  gesture. 

"  Helped  him  to  sit  up,  and  waited  till 
he  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  speak." 

*'  Yes,  yes  ;  go  on." 

*'  His  first  question  was  for  you." 

"  Sweet  que^'idito  of  my  soul !  " 

"  I  told  him  all  from  the  first,  and  when 
I  had  ended  he  seized  my  hand — art  jealous, 
Lolita  ? — kissed  me  for  an  angel,  and  prayed 
me  with  fervour  that  I  would  stand  your 
friend.       Could     I     refuse     such     pleadings  .^^ 
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No,  child !  I  promised  readily  that  for  the 
future  my  lot  should  be  cast  in  with  yours 
— with  you  I  would  stand  or  fall." 

**Ah,  Ramona!  these  are  happy  words  indeed." 

**  The  night  was  coming  on  apace,  and  I 
was  in  momentary  dread  that  Lucas  or  some 
one  from  the  farm  should  find  us  in  com- 
pany together.  I  tried  to  get  away ;  but 
he  would  not  suffer  it,  not  till  we  had  talked 
further,  not  till  when  he  had  arranged  some 
plan  for  meeting  with  you  again." 

**  Oh,  joyful  news !  and  how  can  this  be 
brought  to  pass  ?  "  • 

**  The  plan  we  settled  upon  must,  I  think, 
succeed,  if  you  have  but  the  courage  needed." 

"My   heart   is   of  brass   in   such  a   matter, 
as   this.     All   that    maidens    have   dared   ere 
now  can  I  do,  and  more." 

"He  Is  waiting  for  us  at  Benimahoma,  far 
away  In  the  Sierra  above  Ubrlquez.  Have 
you  strength  to  travel  thus  far  to-night  ?  " 

"  To  the  world's  end,  if  I  am  to  find  my  Pace 
there.     But  how  shall  we  leave  the  house  ?  " 

"  Lucas  trusts  me  fully ;  I  have  the  keys. 
Down  at  the  end  of  the  lane  we  shall  find 
two  mules  and  a  man  to  guide  us." 
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"  Paco  ?  " 

*'  Perchance  ;  or  mayhap  he  will  send  the 
beasts  by  one  whom  he  can  trust,  and  meet 
us  further  up  the  road.  From  Benimahoma 
we  shall  travel  to  Ronda,  thence  to  Malaga, 
where  you  can  take  ship  and  fly  to  England 
if  you  please." 

*'  And  you,  Ramona,  you  too  will  go  ?  How 
good  you  are !  you  sacrifice  all.  They  will 
never  forgive  you  here.  You  cannot  return 
to  this  house,  will  you  give  up  all — for  me  ?  " 

"  If  I  do,  you  will  not  forget  me  ?  " 

*'  No,  truly.  From  this  time  forth  I  swear 
that  you  shall  be  my  sister.  Of  all  that  I 
possess,  now  and  in  the  time  to  come,  the 
half  shall  be  yours." 

*'  Thanks !  a  million  thanks,  Lola ;  but  I 
knew  that  I  might  rely  on  you.  Now,  time 
presses ;  it  will  be  daylight  before  three.  We 
must  be  moving.  Get  dressed,  warmly  ;  the 
night  air  is  chill.  We  will  hasten  down  as 
soon  as  I  see  that  the  road  is  clear." 

To  prepare  for  the  journey  was  with  Lola 
a  marvellously  short  operation.  She  put  on 
a  thick  travelling-dress,  threw  a  shawl  over 
her   head,   and   carried    another  to   keep   her 
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feet  warm  while  upon  the  mule's  back.  Then, 
with  trembling  but  rapid  steps,  at  the  signal 
from  Ramona  she  crept  downstairs.  The 
doorway  was  open,  and  she  could  see  through 
it  the  starlit  sky  beyond.  The  night  was 
still.  Save  for  the  chirrup  of  the  grass- 
hoppers and  crickets  or  the  croaking  of  the 
frogs,  there  was  no  noise  abroad.  Along  the 
lane  innumerable  glow-worms  winked  and 
blinked  at  the  fugitives,  sole  harmless  spec- 
tators of  their  flight. 

It  was  as  Ramona  had  said.  At  the  end 
of  the  lane  were  the  mules,  and  with  them 
a  man  muffled  up  in  a  big  cloak.  Could 
this  be  Frank  himself .^^  thought  Lola  with 
a  thrill  as  he  lifted  her  tenderly  into  the 
chair-saddle,  and  squeezed  her  hand  percep- 
tibly after  he  had  arranged  her  draperies 
and  made  her  comfortable  for  the  journey. 

Hardly  had  the  thought  crossed  her  mind 
when  by  mere  chance  the  folds  of  the  cloak 
fell  from  the  man's  face  and  disclosed  the 
features  of — Lucas ! 

With    a    loud    shriek    Lola    threw   herself 

again    to    the   ground.       Lucas   swore   loudly, 

and   threatened  her  with  instant  death  if  she 
VOL.  in.  L 
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did  not  remount.  Ramona  also,  seeing  that 
the  moment  was  critical,  added  her  entreaties 
and  Implored  Lola  to  obey,  assuring  her  that 
Lucas'  blood  was  up,  and  her  life  would 
certainly  be  sacrificed. 

But  Lola  obstinately  refused  to  stir.  They 
might  kill  her  :  of  her  own  free  will  she  would 
not  move  a  single  step. 

Then  Lucas  came  up  to  her. 

"  This  IS  childish,  Lola.  You  had  better 
submit.  If  you  will  not  come  with  us,  we 
must  carry  you,"  and  as  he  said  the  words 
he  seized  her  by  the  waist. 

The  next  Instant  a  ringing  blow  between 
the  eyes  felled  him  to  the  ground. 

« Pro7ito !  hold  his  head  while  the  Senorita 
mounts." 

It  was  Frank  Wriottesley  who  spoke. 
"Now,  darling,  keep  a  good  heart.  Jump!" 
and  she  was  in  the  saddle.  The  same  drap- 
eries which  were  to  have  served  on  mule-back 
did  now  as  riding-habit.  She  settled  herself 
directly  in  the  saddle,  got  her  horse  by  the 
head  and  felt  ready  to  ride  for  her  life. 

No  less  indeed  was  required  of  her.  Frank 
also  had  mounted  as  quickly.     Tio   Mochuelo 
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sprang  too  upon  his  hack,  and  before  Lucas 
could  recover  from  the  effects  of  the  blow 
which  had  laid  him  low,  before  Ramona 
could  reach  the  Cortljo,  to  which  at  the  first 
signal  of  alarm  she  had  rushed  with  loud 
cries  for  help,  Lola  and  her  two  champions  had 
galloped  off  at  racing  pace  and  were  lost 
already  in  the  dark  shadows  of  the  night. 


(  1^4) 


CHAPTER  VII. 

IN    FULL    FLIGHT. 

At  the  Cortljo,  during  the  first  few  moments 
following  Lola's  evasion,  confusion  reigned 
supreme.  Ramona  had  soon  raised  the  house 
with  her  cries.  Indeed,  the  leading  personages 
of  our  story  were  already  on  the  qui  vive. 
Being  all  parties  to  the  scheme  for  removing 
Lola  from  the  Cortljo,  they  were  waiting 
to  hear  that  the  project  had  been  successfully 
accomplished.  This  sudden  reverse  took  all 
by  surprise.  Don  Mariano,  who  had  arrived 
the  previous  evening,  did  his  best  to  remain 
cool,  but  he  was  furiously  angry,  and  could 
only  stammer  out.  In  accents  nearly  Indistinct — 

"  She  must  be  recovered — at  all  hazards. 
Where  Is  Lucas  ? " 

"  They  have   killed   him ! "   cried    Ramona. 
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''  I  saw  him  dragged  from  his  horse,  and  then 
I  fled.     They  might  have  killed  me  also." 

"  Murder  and  abduction  !  what  more  ?  Is 
this  to  be  permitted,  madam  ? "  he  asked, 
turning  to  Dona  Teresa,  who  stood  by- 
trembling.  Her  usual  cold  impassive  manner 
was  gone.  This  was  the  most  terrible  thing 
that  had  ever  happened  to  her.  For  the 
moment  she  could  not  speak. 

*'  Is  this  to  be  borne,  madam  ?  Is  there 
no  law  in  this  Spanish  land  to  punish  such 
atrocious  crimes  ?  Are  we  to  suffer  this 
accursed  foreiofner  to  ride  rouofh-shod  over 
us,  as  if  we  were  mere  reptiles  or  worms 
crawling  beneath  his  feet  ?  " 

"  But  what,  for  the  mercy  of  the  saints,  can 
we  do,  Don  Mariano  ?  Already  I  have  lost  one 
child ;  I  can  spare  no  more.  These  villains 
are  unprincipled  and  desperate." 

'*  And  brave  as  they  are  desperate,"  added 
little  Miguel,  who,  though  secretly  delighted 
at  the  turn  in  affairs,  yet  wished  to  remain  on 
good  terms  with  his  family. 

"  Brave !  they  are  hounds,  curs,  cowards, 
vile  thieving  poltroons,  no  more.  They  could 
not  face  us  if  we  overtook  and  attacked  them ; 
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and  therefore   they   must   be   pursued   to  the 
death,  or  my  Lollta  is  lost  to  me  for  ever." 

**  As  is  Lucas,  son  of  my  soul.  Ay,  Dios  mtOy 
Dios  mio  I  How  shall  I  replace  him  ?  "  cried 
Dona  Teresa,  wringing  her  hands  in  anguish, 
and  whining  aloud  with  the  passion  of  her 
woe.  "■  Lucas  is  murdered  ;  he  is  dead — dead, 
and  we  shall  see  him  no  more." 

"  Not  so,  madam.  I  am  alive  and  well," 
said  the  man  himself,  suddenly  appearing 
amongst  them. 

Dona  Teresa,  transported  with  joy,  was 
about  to  throw  herself  into  her  son's  arms, 
but  Lucas  somewhat  coldly  put  her  aside. 

"  Mira,  quitate,  madam  ;  let  these  fondlings 
keep.  There  is  other  and  more  pressing 
work  in  hand.  Don  Mariano,  of  course  you 
know  all  that  has  occurred.  Shall  you  tamely 
submit  to  such  a  fiendish  outrao^e  as  this  ? 
Shall  we  not  follow  the  fugitives  if  we  can  but 
come  upon  their  track  ?  " 

"Yes,  yes,  at  all  hazards,"  replied  Bellota 
with  an  oath. 

"  Let  us  lose  no  further  time  then.  Are 
the  men  still  sleeping,  Miguel  '^.  Rouse  the 
aperador ;  tell  him  to  get  half-a-dozen  horses 
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saddled — Macho,  Relleno,  Bandolero,  Bavleca, 
Urdax — fast  as  lightning.     Run,  lad,  run  !  " 

"  Good  Lucas  !  good  Lucas!"  whined  Bellota 
as  he  fawned  upon  him.  "  Good  youth,  cap- 
ture her — capture  her,  and  she  shall  be  yours  : 
dollars  also — hard  dollars  in  piles — thousands 
and  thousands — enough  to  buy  you  wide  lands 
and  keep  you  in  funds  for  ever." 

*'  I  hate  him,  Sefior,  hate  him  as  does  the 
devil  holy  water.  He  shall  not  beard  us  thus. 
I  will  fight  to  the  last  with  cloak  and  swords 
to  defend  the  sacred  privacy  of  our  home. 
He  shall  not  go  unpunished,  I  swear." 

*'  Which  way,  think  you,  have  they  gone  ? " 
asked  Ramona. 

*'  To  the  Rock  perchance  ?"  said  Miguel. 

"  No ;  there  he  is  too  well  known.  To 
Cadiz  or  Malaga ;  his  object  will  be  to  escape 
observation,  and  gain  more  quickly  his  own 
cursed  land." 

"  You  are  right,  Don  Mariano.  But  either 
way  the  road  is  long,  and  we  may  yet  hear  of 
them — overtake  them,  too,  I  trust  before 
many  hours  are  passed.     Leave  all  to  me." 

In  truth,  Lucas  took  command,  and  evinced 
much  power  in  grappling  with  the  difficulties 
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of  the  situation.  Within  half-an-hour  a 
mounted  messenger  had  been  despatched 
towards  Ximena,  another  towards  Gaucin, 
a  third  to  San  Roque,  on  the  chance  that  the 
fugitives  might  double  back  on  the  Rock. 
The  orders  for  one  and  all  were  to  make 
inquiries,  no  more  ;  to  come  upon  the  scent, 
simply;  to  ascertain  the  line  by  which  Frank 
and  Lola  travelled,  and  this  point  conclu- 
sively settled,  to  return  at  once  to  the 
Cortijo  with  the  news.  The  active  following 
up  of  the  clue  Lucas  reserved  for  himself 
with  all  the  force  that  he  could  collect.  With 
these  he  proposed  to  take  post  in  some  central 
position,  from  which,  according  to  reports 
received,  he  could  move  in  the  direction  re- 
quired. Last  of  all,  but  not  least  important 
in  his  arrangements,  was  a  private  communi- 
cation sent  by  a  sure  hand  to  the  Ermita  de 
San  Antonio,  giving  Pepe  full  particulars, 
and  urging  him  to  take  advantage  of  the 
chance  for  securing  Frank  Wriottesley. 

Old  Bellota  was  highly  gratified  at  the 
promptitude  which  Lucas  displayed.  He 
readily  fell  in  with  the  young  man's  views, 
only  that  he  wished,  in  the  first   instance,   to 
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claim  the  assistance  of  the  Alcalde  and  the 
Civil  Guards.     To  this  Lucas  strongly  objected. 

**  There  are  but  few  guards  about.  They 
have  been  withdrawn  towards  Madrid ;  a  new 
rising  among  the  troops  there  is  imminent,  and 
the  Government  has  concentrated  the  Civil 
Guard.  The  Civiles  fight  always  for  the  cause 
of  order — for  those  that  are  in  power." 

"  The  law  cannot  refuse  to  help  us." 

"  They  would  help  only  by  instituting  a 
tramite,  a  long-winded  process ;  we  should 
make  many  depositions,  and  fill  many  pages 
of  stamped  paper,  and  appear  in  due  coui-se 
before  the  Judge  of  Peace.  What  then  ? 
Lola  and  her  lover  will  have  gained  the  sea- 
coast,  and  you  will  see  them  no  more." 

''As  you  wish,  Lucas  of  my  heart.  Carry 
out  your  plans  yourself.  Only  tell  me,  are  you 
strong  enough  to  recover  her  from  his 
clutches  ?  " 

*'  I  trust  so.  I  have  many  friends  who  will 
lend  a  helping  hand."  He  did  not  care  to 
explain  openly  that  his  principal  allies  would 
be  the  brigands  who  numbered  Pepe  among 
their  band.  "  But  now  my  horse  is  ready ;  I 
must  be  moving." 
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"And  I  also,"  cried  Bellota,  quite  forgetting 
In  his  eagerness  all  the  infirmity  that  had  been 
gaining  on  him  during  the  last  few  months. 

'•'  Wait,  Don  Mariano,  at  least  until  we 
know  for  certain  the  road  on  which  to  pursue. 
Then  come,  as  you  travelled  here,  on  your 
sure-footed  mule.  One  of  the  men  will  lead 
you.     Farewell ! " 

''  Go  with  God  and  In  the  keeping  of  the 
Holy  Virgin,"  cried  Bellota  fervently.  And 
then  Lucas  rode  off. 

Let  us  return  now  to  our  fugitives.  For 
quite  a  mile  or  two  after  their  first  wild  start 
they  galloped  on  without  drawing  rein.  It 
was  everything  to  gain  time.  Besides,  the 
road  would  soon  narrow,  and  grow  so  difficult 
that  any  pace  beyond  a  fast  amble  would  be 
impossible.  In  this  their  breathless  haste 
there  was  no  time  to  talk.  Lola  for  her  part 
was  content  to  let  explanations  for  the  present 
alone;  just  now  she  was  satisfied  to  know 
that  she  was  safe  with  Frank.  Frank,  too,  was 
well  pleased  at  the  success  which  had  attended 
his  second  onslaught  on  the  farm — a  success 
due  in  the  first  place  to  the  skilful  assistance 
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of  the  Tio  Mochuelo,  followed  by  bold  and 
decisive  measures  when  the  great  occasion 
arrived.  But  this  success  was  only  partial  as 
yet;  all  that  they  had  gained  might  be  lost 
irrecoverably  if  they  lingered  on  the  road. 
Frank  therefore  spoke  little,  and  only  in 
short  interjections,  giving  Lola  now  a  word 
of  endearment,  now  a  word  of  praise  at  her 
splendid  endurance  and  pluck. 

It  was  not  till  they  approached  Ximena, 
within  an  hour  of  their  leaving  the  Cortijo, 
that  Frank,  concerned  for  Lola,  and  fearing 
lest  her  strength  might  prove  unequal  to  this 
tremendous  strain,  wished  to  pull  up  and  give 
both  riders  and  horses  a  brief  breathing  space, 
which  in  truth  they  required. 

But  Lola  was  all  impatience  to  be  off 
again. 

"  Vida  mia,  my  life,  think  not  of  me.  I 
could  ride  on  for  hours.  Why  pause  ?  Surely 
they  will  overtake  us.  Heaven  help  me ! 
Sooner  than  return  to  suffer  as  in  the  few 
days  last  past,  I  would  gallop  on  wild  horses 
till  the  day  of  doom." 

It  was,  however,  really  necessary  to  pause. 
Tio    Mochuelo    was    to    leave    them    at    the 
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town  ;  his  share  in  the  escapade  had  better 
remain  secret  if  he  was  to  continue  at  peace 
with  people  who  helped  him  to  earn  his 
bread.  But  Frank,  before  they  parted,  sought 
counsel  and  advice  from  the  old  arriero. 
So  far  it  had  been  all  plain  sailing,  the  track 
open  and  not  easily  missed.  But  to  reach 
Ximena  was  only  the  first  point  gained. 
From  that  many  roads  diverged.  By  which 
would  it  be  best  to  travel  ? 

What  Frank  wished  was  to  make  for  one 
or  other  of  the  more  important  towns  upon 
the  sea-coast,  where  he  might  marry  Lola 
and  take  ship  for  England. 

This  was  his  newest  resolve.  He  half 
hoped  Sir  Hector  would  relent  at  the  first 
meeting  with  his  bride.  For  who  could 
resist  Lolita  ?  But  even  should  this  appeal 
fail,  the  Ladies  Fairfax  would  perhaps  lend 
the  newly-married  couple  a  helping  hand 
for  a  time,  and  until  he  could  make  a  fresh 
start  in  life.  He  was  young,  active,  humble- 
minded  ;  any  employment  that  fell  in  his 
way  would  be  acceptable,  and  he  felt  sure 
that  this  wife  he  had  won,  as  it  were,  at 
the    sword's    point,    would    readily    throw    in 
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her    lot    with    his   wherever    his    lines   might 
be  cast. 

But  to  which  of  these  principal  towns, 
Cadiz  or  Malaga,  should  he  hasten  now  ? 
What  did  the  Tio  Mochuelo  think  ?  Cadiz 
was  the  nearest ;  but  the  road  between 
Ximena  and  Alcala,-  by  which  town  they 
must  pass,  might  be  called  a  road  only  by 
courtesy.  It  was  more  a  mountain  moraine 
than  a  highway  for  Christians.  It  would 
delay  them  hours ;  only  after  Infinite  pains 
and  long  scrambling  could  they  hope  to  pick 
their  steps  among  the  scattered  boulders  arid 
deep-sunk  ruts  and  pitfalls  of  this  rugged 
and  inhospitable  pass.  There  was  open 
country  beyond  Alcala  certainly ;  but  this 
would  rather  favour  the  pursuers.  News 
would  travel  thereabouts  more  readily  than 
in  more  uncivilised  and  thinly  populated 
mountain  districts.  Malaga,  therefore,  was 
to  be  preferred  to  Cadiz ;  but  to  it  there 
was  more  than  one  route.  One  road  led 
across  the  valley  towards  Casares,  crossing 
the  Gaucin  hill  at  a  point  low  down, 
whence  they  might  reach  the  coast-road 
through    Estepona.      The   chief    objection   to 
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this  route  was,  that  by  following  It  they 
would  perforce  remain  during  the  early  part 
of  the  day  still  In  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  farm.  It  would  be  better  to  make 
for  Malaga  via  Ronda.  And  now  again 
they  must  decide  whether  they  would  take 
the  Cortes  Valley,  the  most  direct  line,  or 
make  a  detour  by  Ubrlquez  and  the  pass 
called  Solomon's  Well.  It  was  to  this  last 
that  both  TIo  Mochuelo  and  Frank  himself 
Inclined.  It  was  the  path  most  retired, 
unlike  the  Cortes  Valley,  which  being  the 
principal  line  of  communication  between 
Ronda  and  the  Rock,  was  always  well  fre- 
quented with  wayfarers.  They  would  soon 
be  spied  out  In  the  valley,  and  a  dozen 
mouths  would  assuredly  be  ready  to  give 
replies  to  any  who  sought  information  about 
the  fugitive  lovers. 

These  weighty  questions  were  duly  dis- 
cussed as  they  rode  slowly  on,  till  at  length 
the  choice  was  made.  And  now  the  TIo 
Mochuelo  prepared  to  leave  them  to  travel 
forward  alone.  They  bade  the  old  man 
'' adios''  with  many  protestations  of  eternal 
gratitude,    and    repeated    promises    that    he 
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should     find     his     account     in     having     thus 
helped  them  in  the  time  of  need. 

'*  Tio,  you  shall  hear  from  me  within  a 
month  or  two.  Call  at  Montegriffo's,  if  you 
come  to  the  Rock,  and  ask  for  a  letter  which 
I  will  send." 

**  And  I  will  remember  you  all  my  life," 
added  Lola,  ''  as  one  of  our  best  and  dearest 
friends.  May  God  and  the  Virgin  also 
reward  you  for  your  great  kindness  and 
devotion  to  us." 

"  I  would  do  the  same  and  more  for  a 
single  smile,  Sefiorita,  from  your  bright 
face,"  said  Tio  Mochuelo.  '' Adios  !  adios !  " 
he  repeated,  waving  his  hand  as  they  rode 
away. 

There  was  no  leisure  for  further  leave- 
taking.  To  push  on  again  as  rapidly  as 
possible  was  now  the  order  of  the  day.  Let 
them  but  get  well  hidden  in  among  the 
mountain  paths  above  Ximena  before  the 
darkness  gave  way  to  daylight,  and  Frank 
hoped  that  they  would  have  fully  eluded 
pursuit. 

Dawn  found  them  high  upon  the  mountain 
slopes.      Looking   back,    the  hill   of  Ximena, 
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capped  by  Its  old  tower,  lay  in  the  fore- 
ground, at  their  feet  the  Sogarganta,  twining 
round  Its  base  like  a  slender  silver  braid, 
In  the  middle  distance  rolling  waves  of 
woodlands,  the  cork  forest  of  Almoraima  ; 
beyond  again  the  Bay  of  Gibraltar  and  the 
Straits  of  Hercules,  looking  like  a  still  lake 
hemmed  In  by  high  peaks. 

The  daylight  was  sickly  at  first  and  cold. 
Nature  was  waking  from  its  last  sleep, 
yearning  in  desolation  for  the  morning  kiss 
of  its  beneficent  mother,  the  buxom,  life- 
inspiring  sun.  But  they  are  short-lived 
these  grey  and  colourless  hours  in  the 
lands  far  South  ;  between  daybreak  and  sun- 
rise the  pause  Is  but  sufficient  to  frame  the 
wish  that  the  bright  orb  may  soon  appear. 
Even  while  one  gazes  the  sky  grows  irri- 
descent  with  light,  a  pale  pink  glow  sufiuses 
the  deserted  hills,  the  mists  at  their  base 
curl  up  and  shrivel  like  shavings  before  a 
roasting  fire,  and  in  another  second  the  full 
golden  blaze  bursts  upon  the  world  with  a 
warmth  and  brightness  that  will  perhaps  be- 
come intolerable  ere  the  hour  of  high  noon. 

And   now   for   the   first   time  Frank   could 
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look  Upon  the  face  of  the  girl  he  so  dearly 
loved.  Just  as  the  dawn  had  been  dull  and 
hueless  till  it  cauo^ht  fire  from  the  briofht 
flashing  radiance  of  the  morning  sun,  so 
her  pale,  wan  cheeks  deepened  under  the 
loving  earnestness  of  his  glance,  till  they 
were  tinged  with  a  vivid  crimson  blush. 
And  now  for  the  first  time  she  was  con- 
scious of  the  terrible  step  she  had  so 
rashly  taken  ;  she  was  harassed  with  in- 
ward misgivings  that  this  elopement  was 
unmaidenly  and  wrong,  yet  had  she  not 
been  driven  to  it  ?  Did  not  the  blame 
rest  more  upon  her  unfeeling  cruel  grand- 
father than  upon  her  ?  She  tried  hard  to 
reassure  herself  with  such  arguments  as 
these,  not  quite  to  her  own  satisfaction 
nevertheless  ;  and  the  tears  sprang  quickly 
to  her  eyes  as  she  met  Frank's  gaze,  and 
she  sobbed  out — 

*'  May  the  Blessed  Virgin  forgive  me  if  I 
have  done  wrong.  Truly  our  separation 
was  hard  to  bear,  my  Paco,  but  even  that 
I  could  have  survived  had  they  not  been 
so  cruel  and  unkind." 

"  Dear    heart  !     think    not    of    the    past. 
VOL.  in.  M 
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Look  forward  only.  Do  not  distress  your- 
self with  painful  thoughts  ;  they  will  sap 
your  strength,  and  all  that  you  will  require 
before  the  day  is  done.  Our  road  is  long, 
and  we  cannot  linger  by  the  way." 

''  Paco,  your  words  are  a  law  to  me ;  I 
will  do  my  best  ;  I  will  ride  on  and  on, 
even  till  I  drop." 

"  And  then,  child,  I  will  lift  you  on  to 
my  saddle,  and  still  we  will  make  our  way. 
They  shall  not  catch  us,  never — if  you  are 
only  firm." 

They  continued  to  press  on,  using  always 
such  haste  as  the  ground  over  which  they 
travelled  permitted.  It  varied  much.  Here 
and  there  were  open  spaces,  a  mile  or  more 
of  forest  glade,  and  in  beneath  the  trees  the 
beaten  path  led  as  it  might  through  a  gentle- 
man's park  at  home.  Over  these  they  can- 
tered gaily,  taking  heart  of  grace  from  their 
increased  speed,  as  if  their  deliverance  was 
sure  and  close  at  hand.  But  next  came  a 
succession  of  stony  wastes,  the  spurs  and 
offshoots  of  the  neighbouring  Sierra,  over 
which  their  horses  made  such  slow  progress 
that  dejection   at   their   slackened  pace   came 
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upon  the  riders,  just  as  even  now  they  had 
been  hopeful  and  glad.  Next  it  was  a  rapid 
stream  that  must  be  forded,  or  flat  fallows 
lying  low  with  soft  and  spongy  soil,  or  a 
close  growth  of  brushwood,  through  which 
they  won  their  way  not  without  toil. 

All  along  it  was  Frank's  desire  to  avoid 
observation.  Fortunately  there  were  few 
people  abroad  at  this  early  hour.  A  boy 
might  be  flushed  unexpectedly  from  among 
the  palmetto  bushes  where  he  was  sup- 
posed to  be  minding  herds,  or  an  old  lady 
was  passed  taking  her  clothes  to  be  washed 
in  a  pool  hard  by.  None  of  these  did  our 
hero  dread.  They  gave  him  a  sleepy  good- 
day,  and  forgot  at  once  that  they  had  seen 
him.  Not  so  would  It  be  with  the  wander- 
ing field-labourers  or  early  muleteers  with 
whom  they  might  chance  to  fall  In  ;  officious 
gossips  all  of  them,  who  would  assuredly 
stand  to  stare,  and  not  less  certainly  talk  of 
the  travellers  they  had  met  with  on  the  road. 
For  the  same  reason  Frank  kept  aloof  from 
all  towns,  great  or  small,  whether  straggling 
hamlet  crawling  like  a  caterpillar  across  Its 
rocky   home,    or   thriving    place   perched   pic- 
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turesquely  on  rising  ground,  whereof  the 
centre  was  a  Moorish  castle  or  a  mediaeval 
church.  In  such  the  advent  of  English 
travellers  would  rapidly  become  known. 
Such  as  these  two  galloping  lovers  of  ours 
did  not  come  that  way  often,  and  they  were 
sure  to  be  greeted  as  black  swans,  rare 
birds  to  be  gaped  at  and  gossiped  over  for 
hours. 

Yet  they  had  been  now  nearly  six  hours 
in  the  saddle,  and  soon  the  horses  must  feed. 
Lola  also  would  need  rest.  He  himself  was 
growing  faint  with  hunger.  What  he  sought 
was  a  wayside  ventorillo,  a  small  hostelry  of 
decent  appearance,  kept  by  friendly  folk  who 
would  give  kindly  shelter  to  Lola  and  make  her 
at  home.  One  or  two  such  places  he  passed, 
but  none  that  seemed  to  his  taste  till  they 
came  to  Montera,  a  quiet  spot  hidden  under 
the  overarching  foliage  of  a  clump  of  cork- 
.  trees.  There  was  a  woman — a  stout  buxom 
dame — scrubbing  a  copper  vessel  near  the 
doorway  under  the  shadow  of  an  emparrada^ 
or  rough  verandah  of  vines.  To  her  Lola 
spoke  in  her  pure  sweet  accents,  asking  for 
hospitality.       They    had     started     early,     too 


IN  FULL  FLIGHT.  l8l 

early,  and  she  felt  fatigued.  Would  the  kind 
landlady  take  her  in  and  let  her  rest  awhile 
— at  least  till  the  first-  fierce  heat  of  the  day 
were  passed  ? 

*'  This  house  is  yours,  Senora.  Make 
what  use  of  it  you  will.  You  and  your  good 
husband  are  welcome." 

Whereat  Lola  blushed,  and,  to  hide  her  con- 
fusion, quickly  dismounted  without  Frank's 
help.  W^hile  she  with  the  ama  entered  the 
house,  Frank  led  the  horses  round  to  the 
stable,  loosened  their  girths,  and  himself  filled 
their  mangers  with  barley.  Everything 
depended  upon  them  ;  to  keep  them  in  good 
fettle  must  be  his  first  care.  So  he  stood  and 
watched  them  while  they  fed,  then  gave  them 
water,  examined  their  shoes,  rubbed  them 
down,  and  overhauled  all  their  gear  prepara- 
tory to  a  fresh  start. 

While  thus  employed  he  heard  voices  out- 
side.    One  was  the  landlady's. 

*'  They  have  been  here  but  ,half-an-hour." 

"  Ingleses  ?    English  for  certain  ?  " 

"  I  know  not ;  the  lady  speaks  Castilian.'* 

"  Who  guides  them  '^,  " 

"  No  one.     They  are  only  two." 


£ 
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"  What  brings  them  this  way  think  you, 
a7na  ?  " 

"Is  not  the  road  open  to  all  the  world  ? 
What  business  Is  It  of  mine  ?  I  am  but  the  ama^ 
the  keeper  of  an  Inn,  rejoiced  to  get  custom. 
The  more  the  merrier.  Mas  Moros  mas 
anaucia — the  more  Moors  more  money." 

"  Can  you  tell  me  which  way  they  go  when 
they  leave  this,  and  how  soon  they  start  ?  " 

*'  Oye !  Though  you  were  as  cunning  as 
Cain  or  as  sharp  as  a  iishlng-rod,  you  will  get 
no  more  from  me.     Ni  oste  ni  master 

"  You  might  be  a  tortoise,  ama^  you  keep  so 
close  within  your  shell." 

*'  Uno  y  no  mas,  Senor  San  Bias.  One  word 
should  be  enough  for  such  as  you.  I  want  no 
share  In  your  doings.  Some  day  the  soldiers 
will  be  my  ruin  for  harbouring  your  comrades 
and  you.     Aur ;  good  morning." 

"  Not  so  fast,  ama.  I  must  and  will  know 
who  these  travellers  are  If  I  watch  here  all  the 
day.  Bring  me  a  trago.  I  have  not  yet  had 
my  mornlng-drlnk.  Set  It  out  In  the  shade  while 
I  put  up  my  horse." 

As  the  new  comer  quickly  approached  the 
stable,  Frank  had  little  time  to  consider  what 
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he  should  do.  He  might  brazen  it  out,  or  he 
might  buy  the  other  over  to  silence  if  he  were 
really  an  enemy's  spy.  Perhaps  the  best  plan 
would  be  to  keep  out  of  sight,  at  any  rate  at 
first ;  and  with  this  object  Frank  crouched  low 
in  a  dark  corner  of  the  stable  whence  he  could 
see  the  stranger's  entrance  without  being  him- 
self observed. 

A  streak  of  light  fell  upon  the  man's  face  as 
he  came  in.  It  was  Pepe  !  Should  Frank  lay 
hands  on  him  or  leave  him  ?  Was  he  friend 
or  foe  ?  Was  the  fellow's  inquiry  mere  in- 
quisitiveness,  or  had  he  been  sent  in  pursuit'; — 
all  these  questions  raced  rapidly  through  our 
hero's  mind,  while  Pepe  was  leading  his  horse 
towards  the  manger  preparatory  to  tying  him 
up. 

"  Caramba  !  "  cried  Frank's  old  groom  as  his 
eye  fell  upon  the  horses  already  in  the  stable. 
He  recognised  Taraxicum  at  once,  Macho  also. 
There  was  no  need  for  further  inquiry.  He 
had  gained  all  the  information  he  required. 

Turning  on  his  heel,  he  made  his  way 
quickly  out  into  the  open  air.  Frank  followed 
as  fast,  but  overtook  Pepe  only  as  he  was 
remounting  his  horse. 
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''  Stop,  man,  stop,"  shouted  Frank,  ''  I  shall 
do  you  no  harm,  stop  !  " 

"  Harm !  you  have  done  me  more  harm 
already  than  one  lifetime  can  repay?  Stand  out 
of  my  path  or  I  shall  ride  you  down.  Look  to 
yourself,  maldito.  The  fox  was  paid  in  half  a 
moment  for  the  faults  of  forty  weeks.  My 
turn  is  coming  now.     Stand  aside  !  " 

With  that  he  dug  his  one  long  spur  into  the 
side  of  his  hack,  and  breaking  away  from 
Frank  at  a  bound,  galloped  rapidly  out  of 
sight. 

Fresh  danger  was  brewing,  beyond  doubt. 
It  was  time,  Frank  felt,  for  them  to  be  moving 
on.  He  went  into  the  house  at  once  and  call- 
ing the  landlady  said  : — 

*'  A  ma,  rouse  the  Senorita  ;  we  must  be  off." 

'*  She  sleeps,  Senor — a  deep  sound  sleep. 
You  would  not  disturb  her  yet  ?  " 

''It  is  a  matter  of  life  and  death.  Go  in ; 
say  I  am  saddling  the  horses,  that  I  have  food 
and  wine  in  my  wallets,  we  will  eat  as  we  go 
along.  Hasten,  good  friend,  hasten ;  there  is  no 
time  to  spare." 

Lola  came  out  presently  with  wide-staring 
eyes  but  thoroughly  awake.     Terror  acts  like 
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cold  water  on   the   sleeper,    however  soundly 
slumbering. 

"Paco,  what  new  trouble  is  this  ?" 

**  We  cannot  delay  another  second  here. 
The  horses  are  ready,  we  must  again  away. 
Have  you  strength,  dearest,  to  ride  on  ?" 

"  Ay  !  strength  and  nerve  to  last  me  through 
It  all.  I  have  rested  too.  Fear  not  on  my 
account.     Quick  !  let  us  re-mount  and  press  on." 

Once  more  they  galloped  forward.  And 
now  their  road  bore  away  to  the  right,  up 
towards  the  mountain,  and  they  soon  began  to 
breast  a  steady  incline.  As  they  rose,  tlie 
scene  grew  wilder  and  more  desolate.  Up 
here  there  was  nothing  but  bare  stretches  of 
stony  upland,  sown  thick  with  great  bald 
boulders  or  choked  with  rocky  crag.  Only 
now  and  again  through  the  openings  came 
flashes  of  bright  distance  and  gleams  of  far-off 
purple  hills,  or  they  made  out  patches  of  green 
vineyard  or  formal  orange-grove  grouped 
around  the  white  glistening  homesteads  that 
spotted  the  landscape  down  below  them  almost 
at  their  feet. 

Still  on  and  onward,  without  a  check.  As 
the  day  advanced  the  sky  grew  overcast,  and 
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our  fugitives,  who  had  reached  a  high  level, 
seemed  to  be  right  among  the  clouds.  Now 
and  then  through  a  rift  the  bright  sunshine 
streamed  in  a  long  streak  across  the  plains 
below,  lighting  up  all  in  its  path — field, 
streamlet,  and  house  ;  sometimes  white  town 
or  clustering  village ;  sometimes  the  dim  blue 
horizon-line  of  the  sea. 

Presently  right  across  their  path  rose  a 
dense  wall  of  limestone,  a  sheer  straight  bluff, 
the  summit  hidden  in  the  mist.  Here  the 
stony  road  made  a  long  detour,  and  turning 
this  seemingly  impassable  barrier,  brought 
them  to  the  mouth  of  a  pass,  the  well-known 
pass  of  **  Solomon's  Well."  Its  sides  hung 
low,  and  were  dank  and  slimy,  as  of  a  tunnel 
under  a  river-bed.  All  was  gloomy  in  front ; 
and  the  dark  shadows  were  deepened  by  the 
mist. 

Frank  looked  at  Lola,  fearing  that  at  this 
wild  and  threatening  scene  her  heart  might 
quail.  But  the  brave  girl  shook  back  her 
trailing  curls,  and  interpreting  the  thought, 
answered  with  a  smile — 

*'  Fear  not  for  me,  Paco.  Nothing  can 
affright  me  if  you  are  by  my  side." 
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"  We  shall  reach  Ronda  now  within  a  few 
hours.  There,  at  the  Fonda  of  my  friend 
John  Polo,  whose  wife  is  a  worthy  soul,  you 
can  recruit  your  strength,  and  to-morrow  at 
dawn  we  will  ride  on." 

As  he  spoke,  a  tall  figure  sprang  from 
behind  a  rock  and  summoned  them  peremp- 
torily to  halt.  Then  he  whistled,  and  half-a- 
dozen  others  appeared  as  if  by  magic  from 
hiding-places  around. 

''Alto! — Halt,  in  the  name  of  authority,  of 
Isabella,  Queen  of  all  the  Spalns,  whom  God 
preserve  for  many  years.  Halt,  and  dismount. 
Obey,  or  your  fate  will  be  upon  your  own 
heads." 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ? "  cried  Frank 
indignantly,  looking  from  one  to  other  of  the 
dirty  gang  that  surrounded  him  on  every 
side.  They  were  all  armed,  and  their  guns 
were  levelled  at  his  or  Lola's  head.  ''  Who 
and  what  are  you  who  dare  stop  peaceful 
travellers  on  the  public  road  ?  " 

*'  That  you  will  soon  learn.  Surrender 
yourself,  thief  and  abductor,  to  the  officers 
of  the  law." 

"  Paco,  Paco  !  do  not  be  deceived,"  shrieked 
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Lola.  "  These  are  no  officers.  They  are 
bad  people  ;  they  mean  us  evil." 

"Not  if  you  submit,  madam.  We  are  the 
strongest ;  let  me  advise  you  to  submit." 

"  Not  without  a  struggle,"  shouted  Frank. 
"  I  can  guess  your  trade,  for  I  see  among 
your  ranks  one  villainous  face  I  know  too 
well.  Stand  aside,  or  you  will  repent  your 
rashness  in  interfering  with  an  Englishman, 
even  though  he  is  alone  and  single-handed  ; '' 
and  as  Frank  spoke  he  drew  a  revolver,  and 
with  a  short  word  or  two  of  encouragement 
to  Lola,  prepared  to  ride  through  his  captors. 

'*  Do  not  provoke  us ;  we  are  in  the  right. 
This  maiden  whom  you  have  carried  off  has 
friends,  and  it  is  to  aid  them  that  we  check 
your  flight.  Halt,  then,  and  submit  while 
there  Is  time." 

**  Never!"  cried  Frank:  and  hardly  had 
the  word  passed  from  his  lips  when  a  sharp 
crack  of  a  pistol-shot  from  Pepe's  cowardly 
hand  laid  him  low.  The  impulse  had  been 
irresistible.  Here  at  length  he  had  his  enemy 
before  him  and  at  a  disadvantage.  He  fired, 
without  warning,  without  the  consent  of  his 
confederates. 
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With  a  groan  Frank  dropped  from  his 
saddle,  lifeless,  at  his  horse's  feet. 

Lola  remembered  no  more.  Shrieking 
loudly,  she  threw  herself  in  an  agony  of 
inconsolable  grief  upon  her  lover's  prostrate 
form,  and  lost  all  consciousness. 

.When  she  came  to  herself  she  was  back 
at  Agua  Dulce,  and  her  grandfather  was 
at  her  bedside.  The  old  man  was  quivering 
still  with  the  excitement  of  the  chase ;  for 
he  had  never  faltered  in  his  pursuit,  and, 
with  Lucas,  reached  the  pass  just  after  Frank 
fell.  Strange  to  say  he  did  not  upbraid 
her,  as  she  felt  he  might,  in  terms  of  bit- 
terest reproach  ;  but  he  asked  her  simply 
whether  she  would  soon  be  strong  to  travel 
home. 

Home !  where  was  there  home  or  rest  or 
peace  for  wretched  Lola  now  ?  All  her  woes 
had  culminated  in  this  last  great  and  over- 
whelming grief  They  might  take  her  where 
they  chose,  deal  with  her  as  they  pleased. 
Life  was  no  longer  worth  havinof. 

"  There  is  no  home  for  me,  abuelo,  on 
this  side  of  the  grave.  I  pray  the  Holy 
Virgin   that    I    may   soon    pass    over,    across 
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to  the  happier  land  where  my  Paco  is  waiting 
for  me  among  the  spirits  of  the  blest." 

''  I  cannot  wish  that  you  were  dead,  Lolita ; 
but,  O  misguided  girl,  that  it  should  have 
come  to  this !  That  all  pains  should  have 
been  quite  fruitless  to  keep  you  from  dis- 
grace !  Unhappy  child  of  an  unhappy  mother  ! 
born  under  an  unlucky  star,  it  is  your  fate  to 
carry  grief  and  misery  wherever  you  go. 
What  tempted  you  to  take  this  false  step 
from  which  there  is  no  return  ?  " 

*'  That  which  I  have  done  I  would  do 
aeain — a  thousand  times  over.     I  was  to  have 

o 

been  his  wife ;  I  am  his  widow  first." 

She  might  have  been  aware  of  the  injury 
she  had  done  herself  by  this  one  rash  act ; 
she  might  have  remembered  that  she  had 
sought  to  escape  from  tyranny  and  find 
happiness  only  at  the  sacrifice  of  her  good 
name — but  what  did  it  matter  now  ?  She  was 
too  much  broken  by  misfortune,  too  much 
crushed  by  the  terrible  catastrophe  which 
had  destroyed  all  her  nascent  hope,  to  care 
what  people  thought  of  her,  or  what  might 
happen  to  her  next. 

She  felt  as  if  her  own  life  had  also  suddenly 
come  to  an  end. 


(  191  ) 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

VIATICUM. 

*'  Sorrows  come  not  by  single  spies,  but  by 
battalions,"  the  great  master  has  written, 
with  a  truth  which  has  doubtless  come  hopie 
to  most  mortals  at  some  period  of  their  pas- 
sao^e    throuo^h    this  world    of  woe.     With    the 

o  o 

overwhelming  anguish  of  Frank's  loss  Lola's 
troubles  were  far  from  ended.  Fresh  misfor- 
tunes followed — misfortunes  hardly  less  poig- 
nant and  grievous  to  bear.  Only,  in  the 
ever-present  anxiety  they  superinduced,  in 
the  feverish  uncertainty  as  to  what  their  issue 
might  be,  she  found  an  anodyne  which  dulled 
somewhat  the  recollection  of  the  bitter  past. 
The  old  sore  remained,  but  the  new  one  nearly 
effaced  Its  aching  pangs.  So  the  sufferer 
upon  a  sick-bed  realises  some  new  access  of 
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pain,  and  in  the  very  variety  of  the  torture 
gains  a  certain  miserable  relief. 

Almost  immediately  after  his  return  to 
Rosia  Cottage,  Don  Mariano  was  taken  seri- 
ously ill.  The  recent  strain  upon  one  so 
advanced  In  years  could  have  had  no  other 
result.  Even  before  Lola  came  out  from 
England  his  health  had  been  greatly  impaired. 
There  had  been  signs  that  he  was  breaking 
mentally  and  physically ;  he  had  warnings 
that  erelong  he  must  retire  from  active  life 
if  he  wished  to  survive  to  a  green  old  age. 
Unhappily,  instead  of  finding  the  rest  he 
needed,  as  we  know,  intense  excitement  and 
severe  exertion  had  been  forced  upon  him, 
and  the  strain  had  been  more  than  he  could 
bear.     His  condition  was  most  critical. 

This  was  the  new  sorrow  that  overtook 
our  heroine — a  sorrow  surcharged  with  self- 
reproach,  for  she  could  not  conceal  from  her- 
self that  she  was  in  a  measure  its  cause. 
Humbled  and  very  sad,  Lola  sought  to  make 
what  amends  she  could.  Day  and  night 
she  watched  in  endless  vigils  by  her  grand- 
father's side  ;  she  hung  upon  the  utterances 
of  the  doctors,  hoping  against  hope.      Could 
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she  but  have  laid  down  her  life  for  his,  how 
gladly  —  ah,  how  gladly  !  —  would  she  have 
made  the  sacrifice.  Death  had  in  truth  no 
terrors  for  her  ;  it  was  rather  to  be  welcomed 
as  the  only  sure  relief  from  the  pain  she 
endured. 

Don  Mariano  grew  worse  and  worse.  Ere- 
long his  life  was  despaired  of;  it  became  a 
question  only  of  days,  of  hours  almost,  and 
then  all  w^ould  be  at  an  end.  Throughout 
our  Lola  never  flinched.  The  cousins  from 
Agua  Dulce,  Dona  Teresa  and  Ramona, 
came  at  the  first  news  of  the  old  man's  -ill- 
ness, and  wished  to  minister  to  him  too  ; 
but  Lola  would  not  tolerate  their  presence  in 
the  sick-room ;  the  mere  sight  of  these 
treacherous  women  made  her  shudder.  Had 
not  they  been  the  principal  causes  of  her 
misfortunes  ?  If  they  had  not  lent  themselves 
so  readily  to  second  her  grandfather  in  his 
harsh  resolves,  she  need  never  have  sought 
to  escape  from  Agua  Dulce,  and  Paco  might 
be  still  alive.  Had  it  rested  with  Lola, 
these  cousins  should  have  forthwith  left  the 
house.  But  Don  Mariano  himself  more  than 
once  had  faintly  expressed  a  wish   that  they 
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should  remain.  Now  and  asfain  he  asked  for 
Dona  Teresa,  and  appeared  glad  that  she 
was  close  at  hand.  The  old  lady  herself  bore 
Lola's  dislike  with  seraphic  composure.  It 
seemed  as  if  she  wished  to  be  snubbed  and 
ignored.  When  she  spoke,  it  was  to  assume 
readily  all  the  blame  of  the  past,  and  to  implore 
with  piteous  entreaty  Lola's  pardon  and  for- 
giveness. Dona  Teresa's  curiously  cringing 
subservience  was  easily  explained.  She  saw 
plainly  that  Don  Mariano's  hour  was  come  ; 
after  his  death  Lola  would  succeed  to  all 
his  wealth.  The  little  heiress  would  thus 
become  all  at  once  a  great  personage.  It 
was  highly  desirable,  therefore,  to  regain  if 
possible  her  friendship  and  good  esteem. 

The  end  now  rapidly  approached.  At  the 
last  Don  Mariano  was  for  the  most  part 
unconscious,  but  once  or  twice  he  roused 
himself  and  looked  at  Lola — who  never  left 
him — with  staring  eyes  and  the  gaze  of  one 
surprised.  "  Dolores  ! "  he  muttered  then, 
**  Dolores,  daughter  of  my  heart !  You  have 
then  returned  ? "  Next  moment  the  fancy 
changed  and  he  seemed  to  look  only  on  the 
vacant  chair  by  the  hearth  she  had  abandoned. 
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"  Gone  !  gone !  child  of  my  soul,  gone ! 
lost  to  me  for  ever  !  "  words  spoken  in  accents 
so  pitiful  that  they  wrung  the  hearts  of  all 
who  listened,  and  Lola  knew  that  even  now, 
at  the  last,  the  one  great  grief  of  his  life 
possessed  him  to  the  exclusion  of  every  other. 
She  herself  was  forgotten.  He  hardly  knew 
her  as  herself;  only  as  her  mother's  likeness 
was  she  reflected  on  the  retina  of  his  fast- 
clouding  understanding. 

The  priest  came,  with  bell  and  book  and 
Sacred  Host,  and  the  last  rites  of  the  Church 
in  which  he  had  lived  w^ere  administered. 
There  was  nothing  more  to  be  done,  but  to 
wait  in  breathless  suspense  for  the  supreme 
moment  when  life  would  become  extinct. 
Lola  held  her  grandfather's  hand,  and  with 
dry  eyes — the  tears  were  scorched  up  and 
withered  at  their  source  by  very  excess  of 
sorrow — watched  the  old  man's  face ;  as 
one  might  look  at  the  light  of  a  lamp  which 
is  at  its  last  flicker. 

Suddenly  his  eyes  unclosed. 

**  Lolita  mia !  Lolita,  child !  you  are  for- 
given." Then  with  a  strange  return  of 
strength   he    cried,    "  Quick,  quick !    the  law- 
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yer;  it  Is  not  too  late."  Vague  words  which 
to  those  assembled  there  were  void  of 
meaning. 

He  looked  wildly  around,  and  with  the  last 
effort  of  his  failing  strength  put  Lola's  hand 
in  that  of  Dona  Teresa,  as  if  to  commit  her 
to  the  other  s  charge.  With  bowed  head,  and 
weeping  copious  tears,  Dona  Teresa  muttered 
her  readiness  to  accept  the  sacred  trust. 
Neither  she  nor  Lola  saw  in  the  dying  man  s 
spasmodic  action  more  than  natural  anxiety 
for  the  future  of  the  friendless  girl. 

He  never  spoke  again. 

The  funeral  over,  the  time  came  for  look- 
ing into  Don  Mariano's  affairs.  His  effects 
had  been  sealed  up  at  his  death  by  his  man 
of  business,  Mr  Escosura,  a  dry  old  stick  of 
a  lawyer,  who  had  long  been  in  his  confi- 
dence. 

The  family  came  from  Agua  Dulce,  all  told, 
mother,  daughter,  and  all  the  sons,  for  Ale- 
jandro also  had  come  post  from  Salamanca  to 
attend  the  funeral  with  his  other  brothers. 
They  were  assembled — Lola  would  not  appear 
— in  the  little  sitting-room  at  Rosia  Cottage, 
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which  Don  Mariano  had  retained  always  for  his 
own  use,  and  were  already  permitting  them- 
selves to  conjecture  whether  the  rich  old  man 
had  remembered  any  of  his  cousins  in  his  will. 
Dona  Teresa  hinted  this  to  the  lawyer  when 
he  appeared. 

**  There  Is  no  will,"  remarked  Mr  Escosura, 
briefly. 

"  No  will !  "  cried  Dona  Teresa.  "  Why, 
my  cousin  often  spoke  to  me  of  what  he  pro- 
posed to  leave  us.  He  knew  our  poverty  and 
the  hard  struggle  we  had  always  made.  He 
always  promised  that  at  least  the  mortgages 
he  held  upon  the  farm  should  be  annulled  in 
his  will.     No  will!" 

"  I  do  not  say  there  never  was  a  will.  I 
only  state  that  there  Is  none  in  existence  now. 
My  deceased  client  destroyed  his  last  will  and 
testament  in  my  presence  only  a  few  weeks 
ago." 

"  Then  what  becomes  of  all  the  property  ?  " 

''  It  goes  to  the  next  of  kin." 

"To  Lola  !  "  said  Ramona  in  a  discontented, 
envious  tone. 

"  Pardon  me,"  went  on  Mr  Escosura,  speak- 
ing  to    Dona   Teresa    In    dry   and   measured 
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tones,  *'  the  Senorlta,  Dona  Dolores,  would 
naturally,  as  you  are  aware,  inherit  as  next 
of  kin  ;  but  unfortunately  in  the  eyes  of  the 
law  she  is  not  even  a  relative.  She  was  not 
born  in  wedlock.  The  property  passes  there- 
fore to  " 

**  Us  !  "  said  Dona  Teresa  with  as  much 
dignity  as  this  sudden  joy  permitted  her  to 
assume. 

*'  May  I  inquire,"  she  went  on  after  a  long 
pause,  "  its  probable  value  ?  " 

"  I  can  scarcely  give  you  more  than  an 
approximation.  The  landed  property,  the 
vineyards  at  San  Lucar,  the  sugar-plantation 
in  the  Vega  of  Malaga,  cannot  be  exactly 
valued  in  cash.  There  are  besides  the  houses 
in  this  town  and  in  Cadiz.  Don  Mariano 
Bellota  was  also  a  large  holder  of  English 
stock,  of  Indian  railways,  and  other  Govern- 
ment securities.  In  round  figures,  deducting 
succession-duties  and  other  expenses,  I  should 
say  you  would,  come  in  to  ^200,000  English — 
about  a  million  of  dollars,  more  or  less." 

"  All  ours  !  "  shouted  Ramona,  nearly  beside 
herself  with  excitement. 

"  Mine,  child  !  "  interposed  her  mother.    '*  It 
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IS  through  me,  recollect,  that  you  were  related 
to  Don  Mariano.  His  mother  and  mine  were 
sisters." 

**  Pties ! "  cried  Lucas,  who  till  now  had 
been  lost  in  profound  amazement  at  this  most 
unexpected  piece  of  good  fortune.  "What 
does  it  matter,  madam  ?  What  is  yours  will 
some  day  be  ours  in  turn,  or  I  know  not  the 
law  of  Spain." 

"  And  our  cousin,  sweet  Lola,"  remarked 
Alejandro,  the  first  to  remember  her,  ''  is  she 
left  out  in  the  cold  ?  " 

"  There  will  be  no  provision  for  her  what- 
ever." 

''  You  cannot  suffer  her  to  want,  madam," 
said  the  young  officer,  with  some  glimmering 
notion  of  proper  chivalry  towards  the  lonely, 
unprotected  girl. 

Miguel  would  have  followed  suit  had  he 
dared.  But  he  was  a  feeble  little  soul,  afraid 
of  his  life  almost  in  Lucas'  presence.  Besides 
the  part  he  had  played  in  aiding  Lola  to  elope 
might  yet  be  discovered,  and  to  appear  openly 
as  her  champion  might  hurry  on  detection. 

"  She  has  her  great  friends  in  England," 
replied  Dona  Teresa  with  indifference.     "  Let 
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her  go  to  them,  if  Indeed  they  will  receive 
her  after  her  shameless  conduct,  the  sin  of 
which  should  sting  her  in  this  world  and  in 
that  to  come." 

"  And  failing  them  ?  " 

"  Son,  let  every  person  see  to  his  own  affairs. 
It  is  our  turn  now ;  the  fisherman  profits  when 
the  river's  in  spate.  For  long  poverty  has 
been  our  portion,  and  now  that  we  are  rich, 
let  us  hold  to  what  we  have.  This  child  shall 
not  reproach  me  with  neglect,  but  I  know 
what  is  due  to  me  and  my  own  family  first. 
The  shirt  is  closer  to  the  skin  than  the 
coat." 

It  was  clear  that  Dona  Teresa  had  resolved 
already  to  Ignore  the  promise  made  to  Bellota 
ere  he  died.  No  doubt  the  old  man  at  the 
last  had  repented  of  his  haste,  and  wished  by 
recommendinof  Lola  to  her  cousin's  care  to 
shield  her  from  actual  want.  It  was  too  late 
to  restore  his  orranddaus^hter  to  the  wealth  of 
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which  his  anger  had  deprived  her,  but  at 
least  he  would  secure  for  her  a  home  and  the 
friendship  of  her  cousins  for  the  remainder  of 
her  life.  How  much  this  friendship  was  likely 
to  be  worth  was  already  apparent.     Only  the 
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two  younger  sons  could  find  a  word  to  say 
for  her,  and  they  were  soon  silenced  and 
carried  away  by  the  rest.  Indeed,  the  whole 
family  party  had  now  but  one  thought — to 
discuss  the  great  riches  to  which  they  had  so 
unexpectedly  succeeded,  and  consider  how 
they  might  be  duly  enjoyed.  Already  a 
dozen  plans  were  discussed  among  them  as 
to  how  they  should  live  in  future,  and  how 
their  money  should  be  spent.  Of  course  they 
must  leave  Agua  Dulce  ;  a  narrow  farm  would 
not  suffice  for  people  of  such  ample  means. 
It  was  right  that  they  should  have  a  house 
now  at  the  Court,  at  Madrid,  the  capital,  where 
they  might  take  a  leading  place  among  the 
best  society  of  Spain.  Ramona,  richly  doweried, 
might  marry  a  grandee,  a  Knight  of  Calatrava, 
perhaps  a  Minister  of  State.  Lucas  should  be 
returned  as  a  deputy  to  Cortes,  and  the  career 
of  politics  once  open  to  him,  he  might  rise 
some  day  to  be  Governor  of  Cuba  or  ambas- 
sador to  a  foreign  Court  ;  Alejandro  should 
be  moved  into  a  crack  regiment  of  horse,  and 
Lucas  should  see  that  his  promotion  was  not 
delayed.  For  little  Miguel  they  must  purchase 
an  empleo,  a  sinecure  place  in  the  Government 
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service,  In  which  there  would  be  ample  scope 
for  his  peculiar  talents  as  an  Indefatigable 
scribe.  Then  they  might  all  travel,  if  the 
fancy  took  them.  They  might  drink  the 
waters  at  Caratraca,  have  a  villa  at  Aran- 
juez,  Alicante,  or  San  Sebastian.  They  might 
cross  the  Pyrenees  and  lord  It  among  the 
fashionable  French  folk  at  Biarritz,  or  in 
Paris,  the  centre  of  the  world.  As  for  Agua 
Dulce,  It  had  better  be  sold,  or  let,  or  shut  up. 
People  of  such  consideration  as  the  Pefiaflors, 
millionarios,  rich  as  Englishmen  or  the  Incas  of 
Peru,  could  not  bury  themselves  any  longer  in 
such  a  far-off  corner  of  the  earth.  Most  other 
great  proprietors  in  Spain  left  their  estates  to 
take  care  of  themselves  ;  Agua  Dulce,  there- 
fore, might  share  the  same  fate. 

Meanwhile  our  gentle  Lola  was  utterly 
forgotten  by  all.  For  herself,  she  preferred 
much  to  be  left  alone,  and  thanked  the 
others  In  her  heart  for  their  conslderateness 
in  not  intruding  upon  her  grief  Only  by 
chance  did  she  hear  of  the  sudden  chancre 
in  her  fortunes  ;  but  so  sad  was  she  and 
so  apathetic  that  the  news  hardly  affected 
her    at    all.     It    had    never    occurred   to   her 


VIATICUM.  203 


hitherto  to  speculate  upon  the  chances  of  suc- 
ceeding some  day  to  her  grandfather  s  wealth  ; 
and  even  now,  when  she  was  disinherited, 
the  loss  of  fortune  ofave  her  no  o^reater 
pang  than  the  sense  of  regret  that  her 
grandfather's  rancour  should  have  gone  to 
such  extremes.  She  mourned  the  loss  of 
this  mere  worldly  wealth  because  it  implied 
that  she  had  lost  also  his  love.  Her  only 
comfort  was,  that  in  the  last  words  he  spoke 
he  had  forgiven  her,  and  doubtless  would 
have  restored  her  to  favour  had  he  been 
longer  spared. 

''  You  seem  but  little  concerned,"  said 
Dona  Teresa,  the  first  time  they  met.  She 
was  somewhat  surprised  at  Lolas  stoicism. 
*'  Are  you  aware  what  all  this  means  ?  That 
you  are  now  poor  and  dependent " 

'*  Upon  whom,  then  ? "  asked  Lola  sharply. 

"  Upon  us.  Not  that  we  shrink  from  the 
burthen  imposed.  We  are  Christians,  I  hope, 
good  Catholics,  and  have  been  taught  that 
charity  is  among  the  virtues  blessed  by  the 
Church.  We  cannot  let  you  starve,  Lola ; 
of  that  you  may  rest  assured.  What  little 
is   ours    now,   is    so  only   in  trust,   to   be   dis- 
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tributed  to  those  who  are  really  in  need. 
You,  as  our  relative,  are  fully  entitled  to  a 
share.  There  is  room  for  you  always  under 
our  roof,  and  food.  But  you  must  not  look 
for  those  wasteful  luxuries  once  so  freely 
lavished  on  you ;  you  must  work,  as  we 
have  all  worked  " 

"  I  am  to  be  your  servant,  Senora,  is  it 
so  you  mean  ?  In  exchange  for  alms,  for 
bread,  which  you  would  throw  me  as  to  a 
dog.  I  thank  you  ;  but  I  reject  your 
princely  offer." 

"  Child,  you  must  be  mad.  What  then 
will  become  of  you  ?  " 

*'  Sooner  than  live  an  hour  loneer  than 
I  could  help  with  you  and  yours,  Dona 
Teresa,  I  would  turn  Maritornes,  kitchen- 
wench,  or  scullion  In  the  lowliest  family  on 
this  Rock.  But  it  need  not  come  to  that, 
I  trust ;  there  are  many  refuges  open  yet 
even  to  the  bruised  and  broken  such  as  me. 
Our  mother  Church,  by  and  by,  will  not  refuse 
my  vows  perhaps  " 

''  You  would  take  the  veil ! " 

*'  I  am  hardly  fit,  as  yet,  for  a  holy  life," 
said   poor    Lola   with    a    sigh,    looking   in   at 
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her  past  life,  and  magnifying  to  black  and 
terrible  proportions  the  one  offence  Into 
which  she  had  been  tempted  by  her  absorb- 
ing passion  for  Frank.  "  But  in  time  per- 
chance, purged  and  purified  by  suffering, 
they  may  accept  my  vows.  Meanwhile  I 
will  go  to  England,  back  to  those  kind 
ladles  with  whom  I  stayed  before." 

''  Psha !  child.  Are  you  still  so  ignorant 
of  the  world  and  its  ways  ?  Think  you 
they  will  receive  you  now  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Lola  anxiously,  already 
anticipating  the  reply.  • 

"  I  wonder  you  can  ask.  Be  sure  that 
when  they  know  all — when  they  have  heard 
of  your  shameless  escapade,  how  you  scouted 
our  counsels,  and,  throwing  decency  to  the 
winds,  went  off  with  this  ill-bred,  disreput- 
able youth  " 

'*  Silence,  Senora  ;  you  speak  of  the  dead," 
said  Lola  sternly.  ''  Do  not  insult  his  memory, 
if  you  did  not  respect  him  when  alive." 

'*  He  Is  in  suffering  doubtless,  as  he  richly 
deserves,  for  his  sins,  the  heretic ! — the 
shameless  abductor  of  a  silly,  shortsighted, 
unmaldenly  fool !  " 
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"  Senora,  you  show  neither  decency  nor 
good-breeding  yourself.  I  will  not  listen  to 
you  further." 

*'  You  must  listen,  daughter.  I  rule  here 
now,  and  when  I  speak  I  look  for  submission 
to  my  will.  I  tell  you  the  doors  of  Fairfax 
are  closed  to  you  for  ever.  Those  great 
•dames  are  prudish  old  maids,  and,  as  such, 
strong  sticklers  for  propriety,  for  purity  of 
mind,  and  rectitude  of  conduct.  Contact 
with  you  now  would  be  deemed  contamina- 
tion by  them.     Do  not  hope  to  return  thither." 

*'  I  think  I  know  them  best.  They  may 
chide,  as  perchance  I  deserve,  but  they  will 
not  despise  me,  nor  turn  me  from  their  doors." 

"  Insensate,  headstrong  child !  What  if 
you  travel  all  that  way  and  find  yourself 
mistaken  In  the  end  ?  Do  not  hope  then  to 
return  to  find  a  home  under  my  roof  Pearls 
are  not  to  be  thrown  twice  before  pigs." 

"  I  should  not  seek  to  return.  It  is  the 
dearest  wish  of  my  heart.  Dona  Teresa,  that 
I  should  not  look  upon  your  face  again.  The 
world  may  not  be  large,  Senora,  but  I  pray 
God  it  may  suffice  to  keep  us  always  wide 
apart." 
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Nothing  could  shake  our  heroine  In  her 
determination  to  leave  Gibraltar  without 
delay.  The  cousins  would  not  help  her 
much,  either  with  advice  or  money ;  so  she 
went  at  once  to  Mr  Escosura,  and  throuofh 
him  heard  when  the  next  mail  was  expected 
from  the  East  for  England.  She  offered 
him  her  jewels,  her  own  private  chattels, 
to  pay  for  her  passage  ;  but  the  old  lawyer 
was  human,  and  not  even  years  of  musty 
law-work  had  sucked  up  all  the  green  fresh- 
ness of  his  heart. 

"  Miss  Lola,  command  me.  I  am  altogether 
at  your  service.  You  are  right,  I  think,  to 
go  to  Fairfax." 

"  You  know  where  I  go  ? " 

"  Your  grandfather  had  no  secrets  from  me. 
On  every  point  of  consequence  he  consulted 
me,  and  generally  he  took  my  advice.  It 
was  In  spite  of  all  I  could  say,  believe  me, 
that  he  destroyed  the  will." 

*'  Tell  me,  please,  what  it  means  ?  I  have 
never  heard  exactly.  I  only  know  that  while 
he  lived  I  had  money  always,  just  as  I  re- 
quired it.  Now  I  hear  that  I  am  poor, 
penniless.    What  is  the  reason  ?  " 
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"  Senorita,  you  have  had  trouble  enough 
of  late,  I  fear.  I  would  not  add  to  it  one 
jot.  But  if  you  ask  me  that  question,  I  fear 
I  shall  make  you  sad." 

**  Go  on,  pray." 

"  You  have  heard  the  story  of  your  mother — 
her  life,  her  early  death  ? " 

''  Oh  yes  ;  from  end  to  end." 

**  You  know  that  she  left  her  home  " ■ 

''  Yes,  yes ;  spare  me  the  repetition  of 
the  sorrowful  tale.  It  is  not  that  I  seek  to 
know." 

'*  But,  Senorita,  in  that  lies  the  answer 
to  your  question.  Still  you  do  not  under- 
stand ?  Must  I  then  tell  you  that  your 
father  and  your  mother  were  never  married. 
Forgive  me,  but  you  pressed  me  to  speak." 

*'  And  that  is  why  I  become  a  beggar  ? 
So  much  now  I  know  ;  but  I  shall  never  com- 
prehend the  reason.  For  my  dear  mother's 
sake  I  suffer.  Of  that  I  do  not  complain. 
But  by  what  right  or  justice  ought  my 
cousins  to  profit  by  our  misfortunes  ?  " 

"Wrongdoing  often  recoils  upon  the  inno- 
cent head.  Yours  is  a  hard  case,  Senorita, 
but  not  the  first  of  the  kind.     You  must  be 
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brave,    lady :    show    a    proud    spirit   in   spite 
of  all.    You  have  good  friends  still " 

"  Not  of  my  own  flesh  and  blood." 

"  Your  cousins  then  are  hardly  kind  ?  " 

''They  treat  me  as  dirt." 

*'  Their  heads  are  turned  by  their  new 
fortunes.  Put  a  dog  in  leather  breeches  and 
he'll  cut  his  old  friends  in  the  kennel.  But 
a  monkey's  a  monkey  although  dressed  out 
in  silk,"  said  Mr  Escosura  smiling.  He  had 
lived  all  his  life  in  these  parts,  and  could 
not  forbear  pointing  his  remarks  at  times 
with  the  pithy  sayings  of  the  language  which 
was  almost  his  native  tongue.  ^ 

''Sz,  Sefior,"  added  Lola,  for  the  moment 
roused  to  answer  in  the  same  style.  *'  The 
best  acorns  are  sometimes  picked  up  by  the 
worst  pigs." 

Until  the  moment  of  departure  actually 
arrived,  Lola  had  little  intercourse  with  her 
cousins.  They  were  too  much  occupied,  all  of 
them,  to  give  her  much  thought  or  attention. 
Lucas  had  gone  to  Madrid  with  Alejandro  ; 
Miguel  spent  half  his  time  at  the  tailors, 
Ramona  devoted  herself  alternately  to  an 
enormous  box  of  Portuguese  sweetmeats,  and 

VOL.    III.  o 
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to  the  Inspection  of  fashion-plates  procured 
on  purpose  from  Seville.  As  for  Dona 
Teresa,  the  dismantling  of  Rosia  Cottage, 
and  the  removal  of  furniture  and  nick-nacks 
to  Agua  Dulce  kept  her  continually  busy. 
So  when  the  hour  of  leave-taking  came,  the 
short  farewells  were  soon  said,  and  Lola, 
with  positive  pleasure,  parted  with  her  cousins, 
as  she  hoped,  for  ever.  It  was  Mr  Escosura 
who  had  secured  her  passage  and  who  saw 
her  on  board. 

"  God  bless  you.  Miss  Lola,"  he  said. 
'*  You  know  where  to  find  a  friend  if  you  re- 
quire one.  Write  to  me  at  once,  if  there  Is 
anything  that  I  can  do.  Another  word, 
Sefiorita,  before  I  say  good-bye.  This  packet " 
— he  put  into  her  hands  a  small  parcel  carefully 
wrapped  up  and  sealed — *'  This  packet  contains 
a  small  jewel-box  and  portrait  which  belonged 
to  your  dear  mother.  Long  ago  they  were 
entrusted  to  me  by  your  grandfather  to  be 
put  into  your  hands  only  after  his  death." 

''Oh,  thank  you,  good  Don  Jose!  I  shall 
value  them  indeed.  Adios,  Adios !  God 
bless  you  for  your  kindness  to  a  lonely 
and  a  friendless  girl." 
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Thus  the  last  tie  was  severed.  In  parting 
with  Mr  Escosura,  Lola  felt  that  she  had  cut 
herself  adrift  quite  from  her  old  country  and 
her  old  home.  She  should  never  see  the 
Rock  again !  The  thought  filled  her  with 
melancholy,  and  she  could  not  leave  the 
deck  until  the  last  glimpse  of  the  strange 
tall  island  of  stone  had  faded  from  sight ; 
and  then,  when  she  went  below,  it  was  with 
increased  grief,  as  at  the  loss  of  another  dear 
old  friend.  Indeed,  this  journey  which  she 
was  now  travelling  for  the  second  time 
promised  to  be  painful  in  the  extreme.  Each 
step  would  recall  to  her  memories  of  the  past  ; 
each  sensation  realised  aofain  would  remind 
her  of  her  changed  condition  since  last  she 
had  crossed  the  Bay.  She  had  thought  her- 
self supremely  wretched  then — what  was  her 
misery  to  that  which  she  suffered  now  ?  Then 
the  worst  was  the  sudden  separation  from 
her  much  loved  Frank,  but  though  the  pang 
was  bitter  there  was  hope  behind.  Now 
she  had  lost  everything,  hope  included, 
almost  at  one  blow.  She  had  lost  lover, 
grandfather,  fortune,  self-esteem.  No,  not  self- 
esteem.     Whatever  the  world  might  say,  she 
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could  not  blame  herself  for  the  part  she  had 
taken.  Were  it  open  to  her  to  live  her  life 
again,  were  she  called  upon  to  choose  her 
course,  she  knew  that  she  would  do  exactly 
the  same. 

And  now,  too,  as  the  homeward  voyage 
came  to  an  end,  uncertainty  as  to  how  the 
only  friends  left  her  in  the  world  would 
receive  her  filled  her  with  hourly  increasing 
dread.  She  had  written  to  them  only  a  few 
lines,  and  had  followed  fast  to  England 
without  waiting  for  a  reply.  She  had  said 
simply — 

**  My  grandfather  is  dead :  I  am  penniless 
and  without  a  home.  I  have  lost  my  lover, 
and  am  disgraced  in  the  sight  of  the 
world.  Will  you  take  me  in,  at  least  for 
a  time,  until  I  can  join  some  quiet  sister- 
hood and  withdraw  altogether  from  the  world 
to  spend  the  remainder  of  my  days  in 
penance  and  prayer  ?  " 

She  strove  to  reason  bravely  with  her- 
self. The  Ladies  Fairfax  might  be  hard 
upon  her,  but  at  least  they  would  be  just. 
If  they  took  her  to  task,  they  would  listen 
to   her    exculpation ;    they   would    throw   her 
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great  trials  into  the  balance  and  forgive  her 
something  on  their  account.  Nevertheless, 
when  the  hour  of  meeting  actually  came, 
Lola  quite  broke  down.  She  had  hardly 
courage  to  go  out  into  the  saloon  when  the 
stewardess  told  her  her  friends  had  arrived. 

Lady  Henriette  was  there  in  person. 
"  Sweetheart ! "  cried  the  kindly  soul  taking 
our  forlorn  Lola  at  once  into  her  wide  em- 
brace, ''how  glad  I  am  to  see  you  again!  I 
wish  from  my  heart  that  you  had  never  left 
us.  There,  there  !  cry — it  will  do  you  good." 
She  went  on  talking  and  stroking  Lola's  hands 
as  if  she  were  a  little  child. 

It  was  long  since  Lola  had  Hstened  to  a 
voice  so  sympathising  and  sweet.  She  could 
not  reply  at  first,  but  looked  up  only  at  Lady 
Henriette  with  eyes  that  were  full  of  grati- 
tude and  love. 

"  You  want  rest,  Lola" 

*'  And  comfort.  Since  last  we  met.  Lady, 
sorrow  only,  and  bitter,  bitter  grief,  has 
been  my  portion.  At  times  I  have  wished 
I  was  with  my  mother — gone  to  everlasting 
rest." 

"  No,   no ;    there   are   many  happy  days  in 
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Store  for  you  yet.  There  is  a  silver  lining  to 
every  cloud." 

"  My  clouds  are  of  the  black  night  Itself," 
said  Dolores  sadly.  ''  I  shall  never  see  the 
bright  sun  of  day  again." 

Lady  Henrlette  did  her  best  to  bring  this 
painful  scene  to  a  close.  It  was  very  sad 
to  listen  to  the  sweet  girl's  melancholy  voice, 
to  look  into  her  wan  sorrowful  face,  and  note 
Its  strong  contrast  to  the  deep  mourning  she 
had  worn  studiously  since  she  had  lost  her 
Frank.  How  were  they  to  win  back  the 
roses  to  her  cheek  ?  Was  It  possible  to  silence 
passionate  regret,  and  to  give  new  fire  to 
the  cold,  burnt-out  embers  of  her  heart  ? 

At  least  she  should  have  all  the  affection 
that  it  was  possible  to  lavish  on  her.  They 
might  do  something  to  soften  her  sorrow, 
even  though  they  might  not  wean  her  alto- 
gether from  grief 

Without  unnecessary  pause,  Lady  Henrl- 
ette and  her  charge  travelled  down  to 
Fairfax.  She  was  most  anxious  to  get  Lola 
home.  Being  deeply  concerned  at  the  girl's 
condition,  she  was  anxious  for  her  sister 
Marlon's  opinion  and  advice. 
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"  She  is  ill.  We  ought  to  send  for  Dr 
Dillbrino-er  at  once." 

This  was  Lady  Henrlette's  suggestion  as 
soon  as  the  interchange  of  greetings  was 
over  and  Lola  had  been  consio^ned  to  her 
room — the  same  she  had  occupied  of  old. 

'*  An  illness  beyond  doctoring,"  replied 
Lady  Marion  gravely. 

*' No,  no;  do  not  say  you  think  it  so 
serious  as  that." 

*'  I  mean,  that  it  is  her  heart  that  aches, 
and  that  there  is  no  medicine  to  cure  that 
disease.  Time  may  bring  relief :  but  it  delays 
often  on  the  road." 


(  2i6) 


CHAPTER    IX. 

WRONGS    SET    RIGHT. 

The  good  Ladies  Fairfax  had  no  clue  as 
to  the  causes  which  had  driven  Lola  back 
to  England  beyond  that  which  her  short, 
self-abasing  letter  contained.  And  her  ex- 
pressions were  so  mysterious  and  vague  !  She 
talked  of  disgrace — what  blight  could  have 
fallen  upon  this  fair  half-opened  flower  ? 
There  could  be  no  serious  disgrace,  of 
course ;  Lola  was  incapable  of  wrong-doing. 
A  child  so  pure-minded  and  innocent  could 
be  guilty  only  of  venial  indiscretions,  to 
which  perhaps,  being  just  then  morbidly 
inclined,  she  gave  undue  importance.  But 
she  said  also  that  she  had  lost  her  lover. 
Taking  this  statement  with  the  other,  there 
seemed  little  doubt  but  that  Franks  thought- 
less eagerness  had  led  them  into  some  silly 
escapade.     This  was  the   conclusion  at  which 
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Lady  Henriette  almost  immediately  arrived. 
Perhaps  Lady  Marlon  was  of  the  same  way 
of  thinking  ;  but  for  some  days  the  sisters 
did  not  compare  notes.  The  subject  was 
tabooed  between  them.  They  seemed  to 
understand  instinctively  that  Lola's  secrets 
must  be  respected ;  that  all  reference  to  the 
past  should  be  scrupulously  avoided  till  she 
herself  chose  to  withdraw  the  veil.  In  her 
own  good  time  she  might  be  more  explicit. 
Be  the  reason  what  it  might,  the  all-patent 
fact  remained — Lola  was  friendless  and  had 
appealed  to  them.  Their  course  was  plain — 
they  must  welcome  her  warmly,  giving  her 
clearly  to  understand  that  their  house  was 
freely  offered  to  her  as  her  future  home. 

But  although  thus  for  a  time  forbearing, 
feeling  doubtless  that  Lola's  reserve  must 
not  be  lightly  disturbed.  Lady  Henriette 
was  by  disposition  a  trifle  inquisitive,  and 
she  could  not  combat  her  nature  for  ever; 
so  it  got  the  better  of  her  at  length,  to  the 
extent  of  obliging  her  to  hint  to  Lady 
Marion  that  it  was  really  expedient  they 
should  know  the  exact  truth.  Her  sister 
prepared  to  scold  her  very  sharply. 


2  1 8  LOLA  :   A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

**  You  will  be  meddlesome,  Henrlette,  to 
the  day  of  your  death.  Cannot  you  leave 
Lola  to  begin  the  subject  herself  ?  If  she 
hesitates  still  to  speak,  you  should  respect 
her  delicacy  and  forbear." 

'*  But,  Marion,  it  is  so  strange.  She  was 
to  have  had  all  her  grandfather  s  money ;  he 
told  us  so  himself,  and  he  said  he  was  rich. 
We  hear  now  that  he  is  dead  and  that  Lola 
has  not  sixpence.  What  can  it  mean  ?  For 
all  we  know,  she  may  have  been  the  victim 
of  some  sharp  practice.  In  her  own  interests,  I 
think — though  of  course  I  defer  to  your  better 
judgment — it  is  my  opinion,  I  mean,  that  we 
ought  to  know  exactly  what  has  happened  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Henriette,  you  surprise 
me."  Lady  Marion's  tone  was  enigmatical. 
*'  You  seem  to  have  grown  wise  all  at  once  in 
your  old  age." 

"  Marion,  I  never  quite  understand  whether 
you  are  in  jest  or  earnest." 

"  This  time,  for  once,  I  am  in  earnest.  You 
have  not  made  so  sensible  a  remark  since  you 
were  a  child." 

Lady  Henriette  coloured  with  pleasure. 
Praise  from  Lady  Marion  was  rare. 
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"  I  am  ashamed  of  myself  for  not  having 
thought  of  this  sooner,"  went  on  Lady  Marion. 
**  It  is  our  bounden  duty  to  inquire  what  has 
become  of  her  fortune." 

''  As  she  is  really  our  niece,"  observed  Lady 
Georgina,  who  was  present,  *'  although  you 
have  overborne  me  always,  and  refused  to  recog- 
nise her  rights,  I  think  the  whole  affair  ought  to 
be  put  in  the  hands  of  the  family  solicitor.  She 
has  been  robbed,  depend  upon  it.  Spain  is  full 
of  robbers — I  have  heard  our  father  say  so 
often."  But  she  spoke  as  positively  about  it  as 
if  she  had  herself  prosecuted  the  whole  nation 
for  an  attempt  to  pick  her  pockets. 

**  I  do  think,"  said  Lady  Marion,  "  that  it 
would  be  advisable  to  sound  Lola  ;  but  it  should 
be  done  very  cautiously." 

*'  Of  course,  of  course  ! "  cried  Lady  Henrlette 
eagerly.  "  I  shall  be  most  careful  how  I  open 
the  subject." 

"  I  doubt  very  much,  Henriette,  whether  you 
can  be  trusted  with  so  delicate  an  operation," 
said  Lady  Marion  with  a  shade  of  contempt  in 
her  voice. 

''  She  has  not  sufficient  tact,  I  am  sure,  nor  Is 
she  the  proper  person ;  only  she  is  so  fond  of 
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asserting  herself,  and  never  seems  to  remember 
that  she  has  elder  sisters.  In  any  matter  of 
this  importance,  I  claim,"  said  Lady  Georgina, 
**  as  the  eldest,  and  poor  George's  representative, 
to  speak  for  the  family.'^ 

"  Well,  well  !  we  had  better  do  nothing 
hastily,"  interposed  Lady  Marion. 

Georgina  would  probably  blunder  over  the 
business,  and  her  Inquiry,  instead  of  eliciting 
details  from  Lola,  would  expose  secrets  of 
their  own  which  were  not  intended  to  see  the 
light. 

''It  Is  nearly  a  year  since  Lola  came  to  us 
first,"  said  Lady  Georgina,  at  once  confirming 
this  view.  "If  she  Is  ever  to  know  who  she 
really  Is,  the  time  has  surely  arrived  now." 

"  Georgina,  you  are  wandering  away  from  the 
subject,"  replied  Lady  Marion. 

*'  I  think  you  take  far  too  much  upon  yourself, 
Marion,  and  such  language  to  me  is  almost 
intemperate." 

"  Marlon  means  that  the  present  question 
does  not  refer  to  Lola's  birth,  but  rather 
to  

''  Thank  you,  Henrlette ;  I  need  no  one  yet 
to  Interpret  the  Queen's  English.     I  learnt  It  for 
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myself  In  the  schoolroom  before  you  were 
born." 

*'  Dear,  dear  !  you  are  very  captious  this 
morning,  Georglna." 

"  Pray  say  no  more  about  the  matter,"  said 
Lady  Marlon  with  her  customary  "  himpff." 
**  It  can  well  keep  ;  and  In  our  present  tempers, 
to  discuss  It  further  will  only  tempt  us  to 
quarrel." 

**  I  have  no  desire  to  quarrel  with  any  one," 
observed  Lady  Georglna  with  dignity — "  I  am 
as  patient  as — as — Penelope — until  I  am  at- 
tacked. But  I  will  not  sit  still  while  '  my 
sisters  abuse  me  and  ride  roughshod  over  my 
head." 

Lady  Marlon  smiled  a  sour  smile  of  con- 
tempt at  the  absurdity  of  this  simile,  but  did 
not  answer.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  that 
the  matter  should  be  dropped  for  the  present. 
If  Lola  was  to  be  induced  to  open  her  heart, 
It  could  be  only  by  insensibly  gaining  her  con- 
fidence, and  not  by  any  set  plan  previously 
arranged. 

Meanwhile  our  heroine  had  fallen  quite 
naturally  Into  the  old  place,  living  the  old 
life  much  as  if  she  had  never  left  Fairfax  at 
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all.  She  was  like  a  daughter,  a  child  of  this 
childless  house,  one  to  be  fondled  and  caressed 
with  that  plentiful  affection  which  all  old  maids 
are  ready  to  lavish  on  any  living  thing — upon 
cats  or  cockatoos,  on  Cuban  poodles,  monkeys, 
or  white  rats,  when  eligible  specimens  of  the 
human  genus  are  not  to  be  obtained.  There 
was  something  of  the  blind,  unreasoning  devo- 
tion of  the  dumb  animals  in  the  passionate 
affection  which  Lola  gave  them  in  return — an 
attachment  springing  from  the  heart's  core, 
and  too  deep-set  to  find  an  outlet  in  mere 
words. 

Only,  as  time  passed,  Lola's  condition  gave 
her  kind  hostesses  more  and  more  cause  for 
alarm.  It  seemed  as  if  this  return  to  the  old 
scenes,  where  she  had  spent  so  many  happy 
hours,  deepened  rather  than  assuaged  her 
grief.  The  quiet  of  this  secluded  English 
home  was  grateful  to  her  weary,  wounded 
heart,  but  yet  it  drove  her  in  upon  herself, 
and  made  her  more  sad.  The  peaceful  beauty 
of  the  landscape  often  drew  tears  from  her 
eyes.  It  was  now  the  early  autumn — a  sorrow- 
ful season,  when  falling  leaves  and  shortening 
days  remind  us  that  another  year  is  about  to 
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decline,  that  we  are  near  another  milestone  on 
our  too  swiftly  fleeting  way.  After  the  autumn, 
winter,  grim  and  cold  as  death,  from  which  the 
world  might  re-awaken  to  a  glorious  and  hope- 
ful spring;  but  for  Lola  there  could  be  no  such 
period  of  blossoming  and  gladness  again. 

It  was  fortunate  that,  although  late  in  the 
season,  the  weather  was  still  temperate  and 
mild ;  for  she  loved  much  to  be  out  of  doors. 
The  house  was  irksome  to  her  ;  her  desire  was 
to  be  out,  alone,  in  the  sunshine  and  under  the 
free  air  of  heaven.  There  was  no  spot  in  all 
the  pretty  grounds  that  she  did  not  know  by 
heart,  but  she  preferred  of  all  others  the  banks 
of  the  tiny  river  that  traversed  the  garden  from 
end  to  end.  Here  for  hours  she  sat  and  mused, 
just  where  the  overhanging  mountain-ash  and 
the  feathery  foliage  of  the  weeping-willow 
drooped  into  the  stream  like  water-maidens 
trailing  their  tresses  in  the  element  they  loved, 
and  where  the  rushing  rapids  of  the  waterfall  in 
miniature  reminded  her,  with  its  constant  music, 
of  the  pllsh-plash  of  the  fountain  in  the  Moorish 
patios  of  the  land  she  had  left  for  ever.  At 
times  she  got  into  the  punt  and  paddled  slowly 
up  and  down  the  stream,  pausing  under  the 
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falling  waters  of  the  cascade,  or  gazing  down 
into  the  shallow  deep,  half  envious  of  the 
lazy  trout,  and  wishing  she  might  lie  at  rest 
among  the  long  weeds,  and,  like  them,  know  no 
care.  At  times,  crossing  the  rustic  bridge,  she 
paced  slowly  the  level  path  upon  the  farther 
side,  amid  the  few  flowers  still  left  in  this  late 
season,  amid  the  tall  lilies,  the  chrysanthemums, 
and  the  rare  roses  that  lingered  still  each  upon 
its  own  slender  stem,  and  rested  near  the 
stunted  apple-trees,  which,  for  all  their  gnarled 
and  withered  trunks,  gave  evidence  of  a  green 
old  age  in  the  russet  harvest  fast  ripening  for 
the  fall.  Here  she  walked  and  dreamed,  undis- 
turbed by  the  harsh  cries  of  the  stately  pea- 
cocks, gay  from  nature's  jewel-box,  unmoved  by 
the  cackle  of  the  Chinese  ducks  and  drakes, 
which  fawned  upon  her  for  food ;  and  as  she 
brooded  over  her  misfortunes  she  grew  almost 
mad  at  the  dull  vista  of  her  future  life.  There 
might  be  change  in  the  external  aspect  of 
nature;  there  could  be  none  within  her  widowed 
heart.  In  between  the  clumps  of  trees,  where 
the  leaves  gathered  darkest,  the  bright  sunlight 
came  and  went;  flashing  points  sparkled  upon  the 
ripples  of  the  rapid  waters ;  sunbeams  glinted 
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upon  the  lush  meadows,  lighting  up  the  white 
or  dun  hides  of  the  browsing  Alderneys  as 
they  strayed  across  the  smiling  uplands,  or 
turning  to  gold  the  stretches  of  waving  corn. 
Such  glimpses  came  and  went  with  rapid  pace  ; 
In  the  landscape  was  no  monotony  or  hopeless- 
ness of  chanee.  The  darkest  shadows  were 
but  fleeting  effects  ;  to  them  soon  succeeded 
the  strong  yellow  sunlight,  as  the  sun  was  again 
revealed  by  the  passage  of  the  fast-sailing  clouds. 
Whither  were  they  travelling,  these  white  fleecy 
vapours  overhead  ?  Southwards,  perhaps,  to 
fall  in  gentle  dew  upon  the  green  grave  of  Tier 
Paco,  the  lover  tenderly  loved,  whom  she  was 
never  again  to  meet  upon  earth. 

One  of  the  sisters  went  generally  with  Lola 
to  her  room  at  night.  Lady  Marion  and  Lady 
H  enriette  almost  fought  for  the  privilege.  There 
was  just  the  faintest  suspicion  of  jealousy  be- 
tween them.  The  failing  is  certain  to  appear 
among  womankind  when  they  possess  any  object 
of  affection  in  common  ;  and  Lady  H  enriette 
surrendered  her  turn  always  with  a  bad  grace, 
feeling  convinced,  she  said,  that  Lola  liked  Lady 
Marion  the  best  of  the  two. 

They  were  together  alone  one  evening  late. 

VOL.  III.  p 
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Lady  Marion  was  before  the  fire  on  a  wide 
arm-chair,  Lola  on  a  low  stool  at  her  feet. 

"  Dear  child,"  said  Lady  Marion,  "  you 
have  been  with  us  now  some  weeks.  Are  you 
more  resigned,  more  happy,  than  when  you 
came  r 

**  Oh  yes ;  happy,  as  happy  as  I  can  hope  to 
be  in  this  world  of  woe." 

*'  You  must  not  brood  too  much  upon  the 
past.  There  is  a  present,  and  a  future  which 
will  depend  upon  how  we  spend  that  present." 

"  The  bitterness  of  the  past  overshadows  my 
present  and  future  too  with  a  black  pall  too 
dark  and  heavy  to  be  easily  removed." 

"  These  sorrowful  memories  make  you 
exaggerate,  Lola.  In  time  you  will  look  on 
what  is  passed  in  a  less  serious  light." 

"  Lady  Marion,  for  me  there  can  be  no  relief 
on  earth.  I  can  never  forgive  myself  for  the 
evil  that  I  have  caused." 

"  Child,  child  !  it  grieves  me  to  listen  to  such 
self-upbraidings." 

**  Lady,  do  not  spare  me  ;  I  cannot  spare 
myself.  Know  you  not  there  is  blood  upon 
my  hands  ?  " 

"  What  foolish  fancy  is  this  ? " 
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"It  was  I,  with  my  own  headstrong  passion, 
that  caused  my  Paco's  death.  But  for  me,  too, 
but  for  my  wilful  opposition  to  his  wishes — and 
he  meant  It  truly  for  my  good — but  for  me,  my 
grandfather  would  have  been  still  alive.  The 
blood  of  both,  of  him  who  was  my  only  relative, 
and  of  the  man  I  loved  better  than  my  own  life, 
are  upon  my  hands." 

''  No,  no  ;  you  blame  yourself  without  cause, 
Lola,  I  feel  sure.'* 

"  You  wuU  not  absolve  me  If  you  knew  all. 
Listen !  " 

And  then  with  many  Interruptions  from  her 
sobs,  she  told  all  her  piteous  tale ;  how  they 
had  constrained  her  to  stay  at  Agua  Dulce 
against  her  will ;  how  Frank  had  dropped  seem- 
ingly from  the  clouds ;  how  they  had  fled  on 
horseback  through  the  stony  mountain  paths  ; 
how  eager  had  been  the  chase ;  how  the  pur- 
suers joined  with  other  evil-doers,  and  Frank 
had  lost  his  life.  She  told,  too,  of  her  grand- 
father's last  Illness,  and  of  her  sudden  discovery 
that  she  was  utterly  alone  and  without  a  friend 
in  the  world. 

So  much  of  her  own  accord  she  poured  forth 
readily  into  her  listener  s  willing  ears,  winning 
often,  as   the   sad  story  proceeded,  words   of 
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encouragement  and  sympathy  to  strengthen  her 
in  the  painful  task.  It  was  all  quite  clear,  of 
course,  all  but  for  one  small  mystery  which  yet 
remained  unravelled.  How  came  Lola,  who 
had  been  reputed  his  heiress  during  Don 
Mariano's  lifetime,  how  came  she,  after  his 
death,  to  be  without  a  sou  f  Had  her  grand- 
father in  his  rage  disinherited  her  ?  Had  he 
left  his  wide  possessions  to  others  who  had  no 
shadow  of  claim  to  succeed  to  all  his  wealth  ? 

In  real  solicitude  for  her  charge,  Lady  Marion 
plied  Lola  with  many  questions,  seeking  to  have 
this  curious  question  distinctly  explained. 

There  had  been  a  will,  yes,  Lola  said,  but 
her  grandfather  had  destroyed  it  simply  to 
punish  her  for  her  wayward  disobedience  to 
his  wishes.  This  was  what  the  lawyer  had  told 
her  at  Gibraltar. 

"  I  know  not  how  it  came  to  pass,  but  by  the 
destruction  of  that  will  I  lost  it  all.  Not  that 
I  care,  Lady ;  only  that  it  shows  I  had  also  lost 
his  love." 

"  Then  what  became  of  all  the  money  ?  " 

**  It  went  to  my  cousins  in  Spain — though 
why,  is  more  than  I  can  understand.  They 
said  that  these  cousins  were  his  nearest  rela- 
tions— cousins  the  nearest,  nearer  than  me,  his 
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only  grandchild,  born  of  his  only  daughter  !  It 
seems  a  grievous  wrong.  More  grievous  is  the 
knowledge  that  many  blame  my  mother  for  this 
— my  dear  sweet  mother,  whose  injured  inno- 
cence cries  aloud  to  heaven." 

**  You  know  your  mother's  story  then  ?  "  asked 
Lady  Marion  with  bowed  head  in  a  low  voice. 

"  I  know  only  that  she  was  the  victim  of  some 
deceitful  man,  who  lured  her  from  her  father's 
house,  and  left  her  then  to  die.  I  know  too, 
that  that  man  was  my  father — my  father,  yet  I 
hate  him  as  the  bitterest  enemy  I  possess." 

*'  Lola,  do  not  speak  so  harshly  of  him. 
Some  day  you  may  regret  these  words,"  cried 
Lady  Marion  in  great  distress. 

Should  she  reveal  now  the  whole  truth  of 
Lola's  birth  ?  She  hesitated,  fearing  for  the 
moment  that,  by  acknowledging  kinship  with 
George  Fairfax,  she  might  seem  to  share  some 
of  his  guilt ;  and  a  complete  confession  might  lose 
her  the  fulness  of  Lola's  pure  affectionate  esteem, 
and  this  was  too  precious  to  be  lightly  risked. 

Suddenly  Lola  said — 

**  My  mother — may  she  rest  in  peace,  sweet 
darling  ! — you  never  saw  her,  Lady  ?  " 

"  Never !  "  replied  Lady  Marion  promptly 
but  surprised. 
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"  Nor  I,  In  life  ;  but  since  I  left  my  home 
out  yonder  upon  the  big  Rock,  my  eyes  have 
been  gladdened  often  by  her  gracious  face." 

'*  But  when,  child,  how  ?  "  Lady  Marlon  for 
the  moment  doubted  whether  or  not  Lola  saw 
visions  or  fancied  she  was  possessed  by  some 
strange  affinity  with  the  unseen  world.  *'  How, 
child  ?     In  dreams  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  in  my  dreams,  but  also  while  I  wake. 
I  have  her  picture  now.  Would  it  please  you, 
Lady  Marlon,  to  see  it  too  ?  " 

"  Surely  !  "  replied  the  other ;  and  Lola  rose 
from  her  seat  to  fetch  the  small  sandal-wood 
box,  which  had  been  put  into  her  hands  by 
Mr  Escosura  on  board  the  mail. 

**  How  came  that  box  into  your  possession  ?  " 
she  asked  Lola  quickly  as  soon  as  she  caught 
sight  of  it. 

"It  was  my  mothers'' 

"  Ah,  yes  ;  of  course." 

Lola  opened  it.  Within  were  a  few  precious 
relics — a  small  brooch  made  out  of  the  silver- 
gilt  tiger,  the  badge  of  the  regiment  in  which 
George  Fairfax  had  served.  This  one  had 
once  adorned  the  breastplate  of  his  sword- 
belt.  There  were  also  some  withered  flowers, 
a  few  trinkets  of  little  value,  and  within  the  lid 
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two  miniatures  set  In  plain  gold  frames.  One 
was  of  a  dark-eyed  beauty -in  a  mantilla,  the 
other  a  young  military  officer  in  the  uniform 
of  a  bye-gone  day,  wearing  a  red  coat  with 
silver  shoulder-scales,  and  a  crimson  rope-like 
sash  with  two  heavy  bell  rope  tassels  hanging 
pendant  from  his  breast. 

"  She  Is  like  what  you  are  now,  Lola." 

**  Like  me,  too,  Lady,  she  had  her  sorrows — 
griefs  more  burdensome,  perhaps,  than  mine ; 
but  they  were  not  of  her  own  making.  She 
owed  them  to  this  rubio  in  the  red  coat,  whom 
she  trusted  far  too  well." 

"  Your  father  !  "  went  on  Lady  Marion  hastily  ; 
and  had  Lola  been  more  observant,  she  might 
have  noticed  that  the  statement  was  spoken 
with  a  curiously  positive  utterance,  and  not  at 
all  as  an  interrogation. 

''  My  father,  I  presume.  Not  that  I  care  to 
know.  Had  he  not  crossed  my  mother's  path 
her  fate  might  have  been  far  different.  She 
would  have  mated  among  her  own  people,  and 
thus  have  saved  herself  much  pain — herself, 
and  those  also  who  claimed  with  her  the  closest 
ties.  He  may  be  my  father,  but  I  owe  him 
no  affection." 


232       LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

"  Be  assured,  Dolores,  that  had  he  lived,  he 
would  have  been  the  first  to  make  all  the 
reparation  in  his  own  way." 

Lady  Marion,  like  many  of  us,  was  ready 
enough  to  answer,  in  her  own  way,  for  a  person 
not  able  to  contradict  her. 

"  But  may  I  see  more  closely,  Lola  ? "  she 
asked,  taking  the  box  with  the  miniatures  into 
her  own  trembling  hands. 

How  well  she  knew  it !  This  box  had 
been  in  times  past  one  of  her  most  highly- 
prized  possessions.  As  a  child  she  had 
received  it  from  her  own  mother,  and  as  a 
girl  she  had  surrendered  it  to  her  brother 
George,  simply  because  he  had  one  day 
desired  to  have  it.  Marion  loved  the  little 
box,  but  she  loved  more  to  give  her  favourite 
brother  pleasure.  George  was  always  the 
object  of  her  adoring  worship,  and  she  was 
glad — with  the  intense  devotedness  of  her 
sex  for  those  in  mankind  they  elect  to  prefer 
— of  any  opportunity  for  self-sacrifice.  When 
George  Fairfax  had  died  suddenly  in  London, 
and  his  effects  had  been  gathered  together, 
she  had  asked  her  father  if  she  might  again 
have    her    little    sandal-wood    coffer ;    but    it 
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was  missing,  to  Marlon's  grief.  She  seemed 
to  see  In  this  carelessness  another  proof  of  his 
forgetfulness  and  indifference  ;  new  ties  and 
fresh  Interests  had,  she  feared,  effaced  the 
memory  of  her  deep  affection. 

Tearfully  and  in  silence  Lady  Marlon  exa- 
mined the  little  box  which  came  back  to  her 
like  a  message  from  the  dead.  Then,  as  she 
turned  it  over  in  her  hand,  one  finger  pressed 
a  little  knob  in  the  side,  the  trick  of  which 
she  well  remembered,  a  secret  drawer  sprang 
out — undisturbed  till  now  these  twenty  years. 

Within  was  a  small  slip  of  paper.  *No 
more. 

Lola,  who  had  been  gazing  into  the  fire,  had 
hardly  observed  Lady  Marlon's  movements, 
and  she  looked  up  in  some  surprise  as  the 
other  said — 

*'  Lola,  sweet  child  !  I  seem  to  have  come 
quite  by  chance — the  happy  chance  which 
leads  us  unexpectedly  to  a  long  wished-for  but 
seemingly  impossible  end.  I  have  here  in  this 
paper  " 

"  Whence  came  it.  Lady  ?  " 

"  From  a  secret  drawer  in  this  box.  There 
it  must  have  lain  since  Geo ,  since  some  one 
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acquainted  with  the  secret  now  revealed  last 
laid  it  in  safe  keeping." 

"  But  what,  tell  me  what  does  it  contain  ?  " 

"  Enough,  I  trust,  to  clear  your  poor  dear 
mother's  name,  to  restore  you  to  your  rights, 
and  to  re-establish  the  character  of  one  whom 
I  loved  always  better,  far  better,  than  myself." 

Lola's  first  surprise  grew  now  into  wide- 
staring  amazement. 

"  Can  you  trust  me,  Lola  ?  " 

*'  Oh  yes — to  the  death.  Why  do  you  ask 
me  that  ? " 

*'  Will  you  trust  me  with  this  paper  for  the 
present  ?  Will  you  forbear  to  question  me  as 
to  its  contents,  at  least  until  to-morrow  ?  This 
much  you  will  grant  me  ?  " 

"  More  than  that.  But  I  am  confused  ;  your 
words  burn  like  fire  in  my  ears." 

"  Lola,  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  dearest  child, 
press  me  to  tell  you  more  to-night.  I  am  over- 
come also  with  surprise,  intense  surprise.  Wait 
only  till  to-morrow." 

And  to  this  Lola,  still  wondering,  readily 
consented.- 

Lady  Marion  could  not  indeed  trust  herself 
to  talk  much  of  the  discovery  she  had  by  the 
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merest  accident  made.  This  slip  of  paper 
which  now,  after  the  lapse  of  3^ears,  had  so 
unexpectedly  come  to  light,  was  a  certificate  of 
marriage  between  George  Fairfax  and  Dolores 
Bellota ;  the  ceremony  had  been  performed  at 
an  out-ofthe-way  village  in  Sussex  shortly 
before  George's  removal  to  London  and  his 
sudden  death.  When  Dolores  returned  alone 
to  Gibraltar  she  had  faintly  striven  to  make 
her  father  understand  that  she  had  married  the 
man  with  whom  she  had  eloped.  But  she  was 
already  greatly  unhinged  by  illness,  and  as  her 
statements  were  quite  unsupported  by  docu- 
ments, Don  Mariano  set  them  down  as  wild 
efforts  to  win  his  forgiveness  for  the  man  he  so 
loudly  abused.  There  had  been  a  mock  cere- 
mony he  supposed,  no  more ;  but  it  was  a  mere 
farce,  a  delusion,  to  quiet  the  gnawing  con- 
science and  silence  the  upraidings  of  the  unfor- 
tunate girl  who  had  been  too  readily  led  astray. 
Next  morning  Lady  Henriette  and  Lola 
breakfasted  together,  but  the  former  made  no 
allusion  to  what  had  occurred.  Lady  Marion's 
agitation  was  still  fresh  in  Lola's  mind,  but 
there  was  nothing  in  Lady  Henriette's  manner 
to  show  that  she  had  been  taken  into  her  sister's 


2  X6  LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 


O 


confidence.  Breakfast  over,  Lola  went  as  usual 
into  the  garden,  and  she  was  walking  in  one 
of  the  more  retired  paths  of  the  shrubbery  when 
Mrs  Bridle  came  to  her,  and  begged  her  to 
enter  the  house.  M'ladies  wished  to  speak 
to  her.  ''  Which  of  them  ?  "  Lola  asked,  rather 
loath  to  leave  the  garden. 

^'All  of  'em,  Miss,"  replied  Mrs  Bridle.  ''I 
don't  know  what's  come  to  them.  They're 
sitting  In  a  row  as  solemn  as  ninepins,  Lady 
Georgina's  in  the  middle ;  and  if  It  was  me  as 
had  to  go  before  'em  now,  I  should  be  all  of 
a  tremble,  for  they  might  be  all  of  them  Lord 
Chancelloresses  agoing  to  try  me  for  my  life." 

Somewhat  fluttered  with  an  Inward  presenti- 
ment of  the  crucial  importance  of  the  coming 
Interview,  Lola  went  to  the  drawing-room. 

There  was  a  tinge  of  colour  upon  her  usually 
pale  cheek  as  she  asked — 

''  You  sent  for  me  ?  " 

"  We  did,"  replied  Lady  Georglna  solemnly, 
and  paused,  as  If  she  had  already  forgotten  why. 

*'  Do  sit  down,  dear  child,"  said  Lady  Hen- 
rlette  hastily.  "  There  is  nothing  very  dreadful 
in  store  for  you." 

*'  Pray  go  on,  sister  Georglna,"  added  Lady 
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Marlon  with  half  a  frown  on  her  face.  "  Sus- 
pense is  never  pleasant." 

"Marion,  allow  me  to  speak  my  own  way,  or 
I  shall  not  talk  at  all." 

"  Then  I  shall  do  it  for  you,  if  you  go  on 
shillyshallying  in  this  way." 

Upon  which  Lady  Georgina  began  to  whine 
out  that  she  felt  faint,  and  the  business  of  the 
solemn  conclave  was  for  a  time  interrupted 
while  restoratives  were  applied. 

Meanwhile  Lola  looked  appealingly  from  one 
sister  to  the  other,  and  her  distress  was  so  evi- 
dent that  Lady  Marion  sacrificed  Georgina  and 
spoke  out  promptly  and  to  the  purpose  at  once. 

''  We  have  sent  for  you,  dear  Lola,  to  do  you 
an  act  of  tardy  justice.  We  wish  to  tell  you, 
what  indeed  you  should  have  known  " 

"  Long  ago  I "  cried  Georgina  suddenly  re- 
covering, and  determined  to  assert  her  rights. 
"  Long  ago,  if  I  had  been  allowed  my  own  way." 

"There  can  be  no  excuse  indeed,"  went  on 
Marion,  "  for  having  delayed  so  long ;  that 
much  I  must  admit  with  sorrow.  But  to  keep 
silent  now  would  be  sheer  wickedness.  There- 
fore we  have  sent  for  you  in  this  formal  way  to 
tell  you  that  your  father  was  " 
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"  Our  George  !  "  again  Interjected  Lady  Geor- 
gina,  shaking  herself  free  from  Henriette,  who 
was  vainly  attempting  to  keep  her  calm. 

''  Our  brother  George,"  repeated  Marion,  more 
explicitly  but  in  a  low  voice.  *'  To  him  your 
poor  mother  owed  her  misfortunes,  perhaps  her 
death.  We  shrank  always  from  telling  you  this 
— shrank  perhaps  with  over-sensitiveness,  fear- 
ing, though  innocent,  to  be  included  in  his  guilt." 

*'  Stay,  stay,  kind  Lady  Marion.  You  were 
wrong  to  imagine  that.  Your  loving-kind- 
ness to  me  has  been  so  great  since  first  I  came 
beneath  your  roof,  that  I  can  never  forget  it 
while  I  live.  As  for  my  father,  your  brother, 
as  now  I  hear" 

''Blame  him  no  longer,  Lola.  He  was  not  so 
wicked  as  you  suppose.  That  paper  which  came 
so  strangely  into  my  possession  last  night  was  a 
marriage  certificate.     You  are  really  our" 

"  Niece  !  "  Lady  Georgina  was  quite  irre- 
pressible. 

"  You  are  now  Miss  Fairfax,  Lola,"  said 
Lady  Henriette,  taking  up  the  parable,  "and 
must  be  introduced  as  such,  as  soon  as  you 
have  courage  enough  to  face  the  world  again." 

Lola  shook  her  head  sadly.     **  It  is  a  plea- 
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sure  to  know  that  I  am  nearly  related  to  you 
who  were  before  my  kindest  friends.  If  events 
had  been  ordered  otherwise  " 

She  was  thinking  that  if  Paco  had  but  lived, 
how  proudly  she  could  have  borne  herself  as 
one  of  his  own  class,  a  fitting  helpmate  now  by 
right  of  birth — a  distinction  she  had  hardly 
dared  to  claim  on  her  own  personal  qualifica- 
tions before. 

"There  is  no  thought  in  our  minds,  Lola 
dear,  of  forcing  you  to  enter  society  for  many 
a  long  day  to  come." 

'^  But  it  is  right  that  the  county  shofild 
know,"  said  Lady  Georgina  in  a  quavering 
voice.  **  Though  I  cannot  think,"  she  added 
with  the  rapid  transition  of  fidgetting  people, 
who,  when  one  worry  is  satisfactorily  disposed 
of,  find  a  new  source  of  annoyance  in  the  very 
opposite  extreme,—"  though  I  cannot  think 
how  they  are  to  be  faced  when  they  know  the 
whole  story.     I  almost  wish  now  " 

"  We  must  make  a  straightforward  statement," 
said  Lady  Marion  decisively.  *'  The  question 
cannot  be  shirked,  and  no  half  measures  will  do." 

"  No,  no;  of  course  not.  But  I  was  thinking 
of  Lady  Hetherington's  tongue.  She  always 
hated  George,  you  know." 
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'*  Lady  Hetherlngton  does  not  rule  the  world, 
nor  even  in  this  neighbourhood  is  she  supreme. 
Besides,  It  Is  not  your  fault,  Georglna,  that  her 
tongue  was  not  wagging  long  ago." 

**  I'm  sure  I  never  gave  any  one  reason  to 
talk  about  me  in  all  my  life,"  whined  poor 
Lady  Georglna,  already  rather  adrift. 

*'HImpff!"  said  Lady  Marion,  meaning  to 
put  a  stopper  upon  the  conversation.  And  in- 
deed, except  to  fondle  and  caress  their  new 
niece — a  ceremony  long  protracted  and  very 
agreeable  to  all — the  interview  was  over. 

However,  the  matter  could  not  be  allowed  to 
end  by  this  mere  family  recognition  of  Lola's 
birth.  The  marriage  must  be  established 
clearly  and  legally,  for  upon  that  depended 
Lolas  rights  to  inherit  her  grandfathers  pro- 
perty. The  certificate  must  be  verified  and 
duly  proved.  For  this  purpose  the  advice  of 
the  family  solicitors  was  obtained.  One  of  the 
partners  in  the  firm  came  down  himself,  full  of 
importance  at  the  prospect  of  the  approaching 
action  of  ejectment  upon  the  Penaflors.  The  case 
would  have  to  be  tried  at  Madrid  ;  It  would 
open  up  a  number  of  new  and  Interesting  points, 
and  would  depend  in  some  measure  upon  the 
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interpretation  of  the  law  of  Spain.  There 
might  be  litigation.  It  was  as  well  to  be  duly 
armed.  Was  it  possible  to  ascertain  whether 
either  of  the  witnesses  to  the  marriage  were  still 
alive  ?  The  names  were  not  known  at  Oving- 
dean,  the  village  where  the  marriage  took  place. 
Wraggles  and  Honeybun — who  had  ever  heard 
such  names  as  Wraggles  and  Honeybun? 

Lola  had  ;  and  greatly  to  the  lawyer's  delight 
she  explained  how  she  had  met  a  Major  Honey- 
bun early  in  the  year  of  her  first  voyage  home 
from  the  Rock.  He  had  indeed  told  her  then 
vaguely  that  it  was  possible  he  might  some  day 
be  of  service  to  her.  She  had  his  card,  and  his 
address.  The  name  was  the  same  ;  could  it 
be  that  he  was  one  of  the  witnesses  whose  sig- 
natures were  appended  to  the  deed  ? 

Having  obtained  full  particulars,  Major 
Honeybun  was  written  to  without  delay.  He 
replied  promptly  to  the  effect  that  he  had  been 
servant  to  George  Fairfax,  and  had  certainly 
been  present  at  the  wedding  in  Ovingdean 
Church.  Everything  was  therefore  in  train. 
There  was  irrefragable  proof  of  Lola's  legiti- 
macy, and  ere  long  the  Penaflors  might  expect 
to  be  rather  rudely  disturbed  in  their  enjoyment 
of  Don  Mariano's  wealth. 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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CHAPTER    X. 

FRANK   MISSING. 

Some  days  after  the  eclaircissement  described  In 
the  last  chapter  came  a  letter  to  Lady  Geor- 
glna  which  threw  that  good  soul  into  the 
greatest  confusion.  It  was  from  a  man — a 
strange  man  ;  and  who  of  the  other  sex  pre- 
sumed, without  her  permission,  to  correspond 
with  her  ? 

"  Sir  Hector  Harrowby,"  said  the  note  in 
question,  ''presents  his  compliments  to  Lady 
Georglna  Fairfax,  and  would  be  grateful  If  her 
Ladyship  would  fix  a  day  when  he  could  wait 
upon  her  to  discuss  a  matter  of  the  utmost  im- 
portance, to  himself,  if  not  to  her." 

*'  If  it  had  been  a  proposal,"  remarked  Lady 
Georglna  simpering,  "  it  could  not  have  been 
more  delicately  worded." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  accept  him,  Georglna,  I 
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hope/'  cried  Lady  Henrlette,  ''and  leave  us  two 
young  things  to  take  care  of  ourselves." 

"  What  silly  nonsense  is  this  ?  "  interposed 
Lady  Marion,  who  was  not  in  the  best  of 
humours.  **  Who  is  the  man,  and  what  can  he 
want  with  you  ?  " 

''  How  can  I  tell  ? "  replied  Lady  Georgina, 
looking  down,  but  not  displeased  with  the  notion 
of  having  a  suitor  even  at  her  time  of  life.  It  • 
may  have  seemed  to  some  unnecessary  to  pro- 
scribe in  the  Liturgy  the  marriage  of  gentlemen 
with  their  grandmothers ;  probably  those  who 
framed  the  rule  knew  the  genus  ''  grandmother  " 
better  than  we  do,  and  felt  it  advisable  to  ch'eck 
the  eagerness  of  the  sweet  old  dears. 

''Who  is  this  Sir  Hector  Harrowby  ?"  asked 
Lady  Henriette.  "  I  do  not  remember  to  have 
met  him  in  the  world.  Perhaps  he  is  an  old 
flame  of  yours,  Georgina." 

"More  likely  .a  medical  baronet,  with  a 
special  gift  towards  the  treatment  of  dementia. 
He  will  find  two  excellent  subjects  here  at 
Fairfax,"  cried  Lady  Marion  with  a  "  himpff!" 
more  than  usually  contemptuous. 

"  But  is  he  to  come  ? "  went  on  Lady 
Henriette. 
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''  What !  to  our  house  ?  How  can  we  receive 
him.     We  are  spinsters  " 

*'  Georgina,  you  are  probably  old  enough 
to  be  his  great-aunt,"  cried  Lady  Marion. 
"  Would  you  like  to  write  and  ask  some  young 
married  woman  to  come  and  chaperon  you  ? 
Of  course  he  is  to  come,  and  I  will  see  him, 
if  none  of  you  will.  You  had  better  write, 
Henriette,  and  say  we — not  Georgina  alone — 
are  ready  to  receive  him." 

A  sad  and  miserable  man  had  been  Sir  Hector 
Harrowby  these  weeks  past,  as  he  sat  alone  in 
his  great  house  thinking  of  his  nephew,  and 
grieving  over  the  breach  between  them.  Was 
it  never  to  be  healed  again  ?  Why  had  Frank 
despised  his  messenger,  and  the  olive  branch 
he  carried  ?  For  Butterfield  had  not  missed 
his  opportunity,  and  on  his  return  from  South- 
ampton, whither  he  had  followed  Frank  with 
Sir  Hectors  letter,  had  described,  not  without 
exaggeration,  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  the 
young  gentleman's  "  wiolence."  At  this  Sir 
Hector  had  grown  not  unreasonably  wroth. 
His  overtures,  then,  were  contemned;  it  served 
him  rieht  for  his  condescension.  He  ouo^ht  not 
to  have  humbled  himself  so  far  ;  he  had  parted 
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with  his  pride  too  readily  ;  he  had  stooped  to 
soHcit,  having  really  the  right  to  command. 
Any  one  but  this  headstrong,  self-willed  Francis 
would  have  fallen  in  gladly  with  his  uncle's 
humour,  eager  to  meet  his  advances  half-way 
rather  than  be  exiled  from  his  presence  in  ruin 
and  disgrace  for  ever.  But  let  him  take  the 
consequences  of  his  obstinacy.  From  hence- 
forth Mr  Wriottesley's  name  should  be  forgotten 
at  Grimswych  ;  all  that  bore  upon  the  face  of  it 
a  reminiscence  of  this  ungrateful  youth  should 
be  ruthlessly  erased,  utterly  destroyed.  A  clean 
sweep  should  be  made  of  the  room  which  Frank 
had  always  called  his  own,  which  was  filled 
with  the  rubbish  and  litter  collected  since  early 
boyhood,  the  receptacle  of  much-loved,  bat- 
tered cricket-bats,  of  boxing-gloves,  foils,  muzzle- 
loading  guns,  that  had  once  been  his  pride  ;  of 
whole  shelves  full  of  dingy  school-books,  re- 
tained to  be  gloated  over  in  their  now  despised 
retirement  as  a  savage  conqueror  carries  about 
his  once  potent  enemy  in  chains  and  captive  in 
a  cage.  There  should  be  an  end  put  to  all  his 
old  favourites  ;  to  the  decrepit  pony  which  had 
first  carried  him  to  hounds,  leading  now  a  life 
of  dignified  ease  as  a  permanent  pensioner  in 
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the  sweet-turfed  paddock,  from  which  he  was 
brought  now  and  again,  with  goloshes  on  his 
hoofs,  to  dras:  the  orarden-roller  over  the  level 
lawn  ;  blind  Pinky,  the  trusty  terrier,  no  longer 
able  to  travel,  being  blind  and  nearly  bald, 
should  be  executed  too. 

While  still  in  this  fierce  resentful  mood,  Sir 
Hector  recommenced  the  study  of  his  family 
tree,  and  began  to  weigh  the  chances  of  finding 
another  favourite  who  would  suit  him  better 
than  Frank.  He  might  find  one  more  subser- 
vient perhaps,  some  one  more  humble  and  poor 
in  spirit ;  but  would  a  lad  of  this  sort  be  to  his 
liking  now  ?  He  had  loved  Francis  chiefly  for 
his  independent  character,  his  proud,  masterful 
ways;  and  remembering  this,  he  began  to  relent 
a  little.  Was  it  right  that  he  should  blame 
Frank  for  exhibiting  traits  which  he  himself  had 
fostered,  and  professed  to  admire  ?  After  all, 
this  obstinate  adherence  to  his  chosen  love  was 
but  a  repetition  of  a  passage  in  Sir  Hector's  own 
youth.  In  his  case,  he  had  been  hardly  used 
by  the  girl  herself ;  yet  in  spite  of  all  he  loved 
her  memory  still.  Had  she  been  true  to  him, 
as  was  the  girl  Frank  loved  to  Frank,  no  argu- 
ments, no  threats,  would  have  induced  him  to 
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give  her  up,  no  aspersions  would  have  been 
tolerated,  no  inuendoes,  in  face  of  all  appear- 
ances, believed. 

And  so,  by  degrees  overpowering  his  first 
displeasure,  passionate  regrets  began  to  take 
possession  of  Sir  Hector,  and  a  growing  unsatis- 
fied lonelne  for  Frank's  return.  Mr  Butterfield, 
being  sometimes  obtuse,  failed  to  see  the  change 
in  progress,  and  nearly  came  to  grave  grief  by 
some  ill-timed  remarks  on  the  worthlessness  of 
the  exiled  heir. 

Sir  Hector's  yearnings  to  see  Frank  again, 
and  be  once  more  friends  with  the  boy  he  loved 
so  well,  increased  in  intensity  as  the  days  and 
weeks  passed,  and  still  no  tidings  came  from 
the  Rock.  Why  did  not  Frank  write,  if  only  a 
word  or  two,  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  Sir 
Hector's  letter  ?  Frank  miofht  be  resolute  still 
to  have  his  own  way,  but  surely  he  would  not 
rudely  reject  the  hand  his  uncle  held  out  to 
him  ?  What  could  have  possessed  the  boy  ? 
What  could  have  happened  to  him  ?  And  as 
he  brooded  over  the  possibilities  of  serious  mis- 
chance, In  his  dread  he  forgot  to  be  angry,  and 
he  could  be  only  anxious,  nay,  terrified,  with  the 
exaggerated  foreboding  natural  to  such  an  old 
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and  unsociable  recluse.  It  was  under  the  pres- 
sure of  this  mood  that  he  brought  himself  to 
write  to  Frank's  colonel ;  a  few  lines  inquiring 
for  his  nephew,  and  hoping  he  was  well.  To 
this  came,  after  a  strangely  protracted  delay,  a 
reply  that  Mr  Wriottesley  was  not  at  present 
at  Gibraltar.  He  was  on  leave :  or  rather, 
he  was  absent  without  leave,  and  already  his 
disappearance  had  given  some  uneasiness  to 
his  friends. 

But  if  his  friends  were  anxious,  what  was  Sir 
Hector  now  ?  He  was  a  prey  to  such  lively 
apprehensions,  that,  for  the  moment,  he  was 
dazed,  and  hardly  knew  which  way  to  turn.  At 
first  he  resolved  to  go  out  himself,  in  spite  of 
his  years,  post-haste  to  Spain ;  then  he  sent  a 
special  summons  to  Mr  Pownceby  to  come  at 
once  to  Grimswy ch.  t  By  the  lawyer  s  advice  he 
wrote  the  letter  to  Lady  Georgina  Fairfax  of 
which  we  have  already  heard.  Frank  had 
spoken  of  the  Ladies  Fairfax  as  people  of  con- 
sideration with  whom  Lola  had  been  staying. 
Perhaps  through  them  something  might  now  be 
heard  of  the  missing  youth. 

Lady    Georgina,    as    the    eldest    sister — Mr 
Pownceby  knew  all  such  details  by  heart — had 
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been  addressed ;  but  it  was  some  relief  to  Sir 
Hector  that  the  reply  came  from  "  the  Ladies 
Fairfax."  He  would  have  to  deal  with  them 
conjointly ;  so  much  the  better.  The  prospect 
of  an  interview  with  one  lady  alone  had  been 
rather  too  much  for  his  nerves.  He  had 
lived  so  long  by  himself,  and  had  so  studi- 
ously avoided  all  female  society,  that  the  ap- 
proaching interview,  armed  with  such  weighty 
interests,  too,  had  promised  to  be  very 
terrible. 

But  on  reaching  Fairfax  Manor,  he  appeared 
before  Lady  Marion  and  Lady  Henriette*  as 
the  very  picture  of  a  gentleman  of  the  old 
school — dressed  most  punctiliously  in  the 
fashion  of  several  generations  back  ;  the  high- 
collared,  short-waisted,  long-skirted  swallow- 
tail coat ;  a  nankeen  waistcoat  and  llsfht 
kerseymere  trousers  strapped  very  tightly  over 
Wellington  boots.  Around  his  neck  was  a  tie 
of  blue-and- white  spots,  coiled  in  endless  turns, 
while  the  ends  made  only  the  smallest  of  bows. 
He  carried  his  hat  near  his  heart — a  hat  made 
specially  for  him  by  the  tradesman  he  had 
patronised  for  years,  the  pattern  of  which,  tall 
and  tapering  to  a  point  like  a  flower-pot,  but 
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with  a  very  curly  brim,  had  perpetuated  the 
fashion  in  vogue  in  his  youth. 

They  received  him  in  state,  the  two  younger 
sisters  only,  for  Lady  Georgina  had  fussed  her- 
self by  vain  surmises  as  to  the  real  cause  of  his 
visit  into  a  state  of  feverish  debility,  and  she 
was  quite  unable  to  leave  her  room. 

Sir  Hector  bowed  low  with  as  much  ceremony 
as  if  he  were  being  presented  at  Court. 

''  I  must  beseech  your  Ladyships  to  pardon 
this  intrusion,"  he  said  ;  ''  but  I  sincerely  trust 
that  the  gravity  of  the  subject  on  which  I  desire 
to  speak  to  you  will  plead  as  my  excuse." 

Lady  Marion  replied  with  formal  courtesy. 
She  begged  their  visitor  would  not  apologise  ; 
she  and  her  sisters  were  pleased  to  see  him  at 
Fairfax  Manor. 

"  Am  I  right  in  asserting  that  some  little 
time  ago  a  young  Spanish  lady  was  staying 
with  you  as  your  guest  ?  " 

''  Quite  !  " 

-  A  friend  ?  " 

*'  Our  niece,"  said  Lady  Marion  plump.  The 
relationship  was  not  to  be  longer  ignored. 

*'  Niece  I  You  surprise  me.  I  fear  I  have 
been  led  into  some  stupid  mistake.     My  infor- 
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mation  can  hardly  have  been  correct.  The 
young  lady  to  whom  I  referred  was  not  of  the 
highest  extraction." 

Lady  Marion  bowed,  as  much  as  to  say  that 
they  could  not  be  answerable  for  Sir  Hector's 
blunders.  Nor  did  she  see  at  the  moment  any 
reason  why  this  stranger  should  be  enlightened 
as  to  all  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  family  history. 

Sir  Hector  went  on.  His  very  presence  in 
the  house  required  further  justification. 

"  The  young  lady's  name  was  Bellota — 
Dolores  Bellota." 

*'  Dolores  Bellota  Fairfax  is  the  name  of  our 
niece.  It  is  of  Miss  Fairfax,  then,  that  you 
desire  to  speak  ?  " 

"  Of  Miss  Fairfax,  if  you  will  so  far  permit 
me.  But  I  must  confess  that,  until  this  moment, 
I  was  in  ignorance  of  the  relationship." 

He  was  too  well-bred  to  linger  over  this 
detail,  but  he  was  greatly  puzzled  in  his  mind. 
He  was  unable  to  reconcile  the  two  individuals 
— the  girl  Dolores  with  this  Miss  Fairfax — the 
low-born  botcrgeoise,  as  he  conceived  her  to  be, 
and  this  offshoot  from  a  good  old  English  stock. 

'*  Did  Miss  Fairfax  at  any  time  reside  abroad 
with  relatives  at  Gibraltar  ?  " 
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*'  With  her  grandfather,  yes.  Mr  Bellota  died 
very  recently,  and  she    has   now    returned   to 

US. 

"  Then  she  is  with  you  now  ? "  said  Sir 
Hector  eagerly. 

"  Most  certainly  ;  she  is  at  this  moment  in 
the  house,  probably  in  the  very  next  room." 

*'  Indeed!"  And  Sir  Hector  rose  promptly 
to  his  feet.  "  Might  I  ask  your  Ladyships — 
you  would  confer  a  very  great  favour  upon  me 
if  you  would  allow  me  to  see  her  at  once." 

"  Miss  Fairfax  is  not  in  very  vigorous  health. 
She  has  recently  passed  through  a  great  grief, 
and  we  would  save  her  from  the  slightest  agita- 
tion. You  will  excuse  us,  therefore,  Sir  Hector 
Harrowby,  if  we  inquire  first  what  your  business 
with  her  may  be  ?  " 

"  Willingly.  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  a 
scapegrace  nephew  of  mine  paid  her  very  great 
attention  at  Gibraltar" 

*'  Your  nephew's  name  was  also  Harrowby  ?  " 
asked  Lady  Henriette  in  a  very  tremulous 
voice.  They  were  on  the  verge  evidently  of 
painful  disclosures. 

"  No  ;  he  is  my  sister's  son.  His  name  is 
Francis  Wriottesley." 


FRANK  MISSING.  25 


'> 


**  Gracious  heavens!"  cried  Lady  Henriette 
turning  quite  white  and  scared. 

"  I  was  angry  with  him,"  went  on  Sir  Hector, 
inwardly  surprised  at  this  somewhat  forcible 
exclamation,  but  with  an  outwardly  impassive 
countenance — "angry  because  I  thought  he 
should  have  first  consulted  me — at  least  before 
he  committed  himself  to  an  actual  engagement. 
I  will  not  conceal  from  you,  therefore,  that  I 
withheld  my  consent — at  least  until  I  had  seen 
•the  young  lady  in  question '' — this  was  rather 
a  mild  way  of  stating  the  facts  of  the  case — "  a 
refusal  I  should  be  very  pleased  to  retract,*  if, 
as  I  apprehend,  this  young  lady  possesses  the 
many  excellences  which  must  assuredly  dis- 
tinguish one  so  nearly  allied  to  your  Ladyships' 
family." 

Neither  of  the  ladies  replied  to  his  high-flown 
speech,  and  Sir  Hector,  who  was  still  standing, 
looked  from  one  to  the  other,  waiting,  and  not 
a  little  surprised. 

''  I  trust  I  have  not  been  inmscreet  ?  My 
nephew  is  in  every  respect  a  don  parti.     He 


IS    • 


"  Dear,  dear ! "  exclaimed  Lady  Henriette  in 
a   most   uncomfortable   frame   of  mind.      She 
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looked  with  an  appealing  glance  at  her 
sister. 

*'  This  Is  very  terrible,"  said  Lady  Marlon 
in  a  low  voice.  Even  she  was  trembling  and 
fidgetting  with  her  hands  ;  but  with  as  much 
composure  as  she  could  command  she  turned 
at  leneth  to  Sir  Hector  and  said — 

"  Can  it  be  possible,  Sir  Hector  Harrowby, 
that  you  do  not  know  " 

"  I  know  nothing.  Pray,  pray,  enlighten 
me." 

'^You  have  not  heard  from  your  nephew 
of  late  ? " 

"  Not  for  six  weeks — not,  indeed,  since  he 
left  England.  We  parted — in  anger,  but  I 
wrote  offering  to  forgive  and  forget.  He  has 
never  replied — not  a  line.  I  have  been  anxious, 
— most  anxious,  and  I  came  to  you  hoping  that 
Miss,  Miss,  Miss  Fairfax  might  perhaps  give 
me  some  news." 

"  You  had  better  hear  them  from  us.  It  is 
but  right,  Sir  Hector,  that  I  should  prepare 
you   

"  O  madam  I  you  rend  my  heart.  Tell  me, 
for  the  love  of  God.  Francis  !  he  is  still  alive, 
and  well  ? " 
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Lady  Marion  bent  her  head  and  sat  with 
folded  hands  unable  to  answer  the  question. 
Lady  Henrlette  was  sobbing  and  unable  to 
speak.  It  was  impossible  to  misunderstand  this 
painful  silence.  Sir  Hector  waited  a  minute  or 
two,  then,  with  the  complete  collapse  of  one 
stunned  with  sudden  despair,  he  dropped  back 
into  his  seat  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

**  My  boy !  my  boy ! "  he  uttered  again  and 
again,  and  for  a  brief  space  seemed  perfectly 
unable  to  master  his  grief.  Then  with  a  per- 
ceptible effort  he  raised  himself,  and  seemed  to 
appear  to  be  facing  his  sorrow  as  an  enemy  to 
be  openly  met  and  overcome. 

"Your  Ladyships  will,  I  hope,  forgive  my 
weakness.  But  I  loved  him  dearly,  quite  as 
my  own  son.  I  would  give  worlds  to  undo  the 
past.  I  feel  his  death  as  if  I  had  myself  brought 
it  to  pass.  The  blow  has  fallen  heavily  upon  me, 
and  I  have  hardly  the  strength  to  prolong  this 
painful  scene,  and  yet  I  would  fain  know  more.'* 

He  was  nerving  himself  to  hear  the  full  par- 
ticulars. There  might  be  some  grains  of  com- 
fort to  be  extracted  from  the  details. 

''  We  have  only  heard,  in  a  few  short  sentences 
from  poor  Lola,  an  outline  of  w^hat  has  occurred. 
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Not  unnaturally  she  shrinks  from  a  subject  that 
is  so  exceedingly  painful,  and  we  have  not  the 
heart  to  press  her  to  speak  again." 

**  Pray  tell  me  what  you  know  yourselves." 

*'  They  eloped  together.  You  will  forgive 
her  this,  I  think.  She  was  hardly  used.  Her 
grandfather,  who  was  also  violently  opposed  to 
the  match,  had  shut  her  up  quite  like  a  prisoner 
in  a  lonely  homestead  near  the  mountains. 
From  this  they  eloped  together,  making  for  the 
sea-coast,  where  they  were  to  have  been  married, 
meaning  to  come  at  once  to  England  and  throw 
themselves  at  your  feet.  On  the  same  day  on 
which  they  first  fled,  in  one  of  the  mountain 
passes  they  were  intercepted  by  a  band  of 
brigands.  Mr  Wriottesley,  fighting  for  Lola, 
gallantly  resisted  capture  and  was  shot  at  her 
side." 

''  Ah  !  and  she  ?  " 

**  Her  friends,  who  were  also  in  pursuit,  coming 
up  just  then,  rescued  her  in  a  weak  and  fainting 
condition,  ancf  she  remembers  little  more,  except 
that  they  took  her  back  to  Gibraltar." 

Sir  Hector  could  not  speak  at  first.  He 
could  hardly  take  it  all  in.  Frank  was  dead — 
shot  dead.      This  one  terrible  fact  for  a  long 
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time  completely  possessed  his  mind  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  all  other  thoughts.  He  could  not  at 
first  reason  with  himself  as  to  the  probability 
of  this  heartrending  intelligence  ;  it  came  upon 
him  with  so  much  circumstantiality  that  he 
could  not  question  its  truth.  But  by  and  by  he 
permitted  himself  to  express  both  doubt  and 
indiofnation. 

"  This  cannot  be  allowed  to  rest  here ;  I 
must  have  more  positive  news.  Your  Ladyships 
must  perceive  that  at  present  the  fact  of  my 
poor  nephew's  decease  rests  only  on  the  state- 
ment of  an  agitated  girl,  at  the  moment  in 'an 
agony  of  terror." 

''  But  she  saw  him  fall." 

**  He  may  have  been  wounded  only.  In  any 
case,  an  outrage  so  atrocious  cannot  be  passed 
over  without  active  protest.  English  subjects 
are  not  to  be  assassinated,  even  in  a  distant 
land,  without  a  word  of  remonstrance.  I  shall 
appeal,  if  necessary,  to  our  Government,  but 
will  in  the  first  Instance  cause  thorough  investi- 
gation to  be  made  upon  the  spot." 

"  You  will  believe  us,  I  trust,  Sir  Hector, 
when  I  tell  you  we  sympathise  with  you  deeply. 
We  are  a  little  selfish  too.      Lola  is  very  dear 

VOL.    III.  R 
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to  US,  and  we  would  gladly  bring  back  the  roses 
to  her  cheek.  That  you  should  succeed  in  this, 
your  trying  errand,  would  be  perhaps  the  best 
medicine  we  could  administer.  She  is  very 
passionately  attached  to  his  memory." 

"No  efforts  on  my  part  shall  be  spared,"  said 
Sir  Hector  emphatically.  ''  I  scarcely  dare  hope, 
and  yet  I  do.  I  should  wish  to  tell  her  so 
myself.     May  I  see  her  ?  " 

*'  Surely !    She  does  not  know  you  by  name  ? " 
"  I  cannot  tell." 
.   ''  I  think  not,"  said  Lady  Marion.     "  At  least, 
she  has  never  mentioned  you,  Sir  Hector,  except 
as  '  his  uncle.'  " 

"It  would  be  well,  perhaps,  to  prepare  her 
for  the  meeting." 

"  It  would ;  and  I  also  should  prefer  to  wait 
a  day  or  two.  Just  at  this  moment  I  am  a 
little  unstrung." 

He  seemed  to  have  aged  in  the  last  short 
half-hour  while  they  had  talked  together,  and 
in  spite  of  his  brave  words  of  hope  that  he 
might  yet  bring  his  nephew  back  to  life,  he 
went  away  with  bowed  head,  mournful  as  one 
stricken  with  a  mortal  sorrow. 

Nor  did  Lady  Marion  and  Lady  Henriette 
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Issue  from  this  painful  interview  otherwise  than 
careworn  and  sad.  They  could  not  brace 
themselves  to  talk  to  their  sister  of  what  had 
passed  though  she  was  nervously  eager  to  hear 
the  object  of  Sir  Hector's  visit.  They  told  her 
that  she  should  know  all  about  it  in  good  time  • 
at  which  Georgina  protested,  declaring  that  they 
treated  her  like  a  child,  and  that  she  would 
keep  her  bed  and  refuse  all  food  if  they  per- 
sisted in  withholding  the  news  from  her.  So 
Lady  Henriette  confided  to  her  as  a  secret  that 
it  referred  to  Lola's  affairs,  while  Lady  Marion 
herself  went  to  our  heroine. 

"We  had  a  gentleman  here  to-day,  ^Lola, 
who  asked  for  you." 

"  Yes ;  which  ?  "  replied  Lola,  quite  uncon- 
cernedly. It  was  one  of  the  many  she  supposed 
who  had  been  at  her  feet  when  last  in  Eno-Jand, 
and  in  none  of  them  did  she  take  the  sliohtest 
interest  now.  There  was  never  a  man  but  onci 
of  whom  she  cared  to  hear,  and  the  time  was 
pfone  for  her  to  hear  of  him. 

''So  you  think  there  are  some  still  who 
would  care  to  come  and  ask  for  you,  Lola  ?  " 

"  I  knew  many ;  they  were  my  good  friends 
— no  more.  But  I  remember  them,  and  I  asked 
which  of  them  all  was  it  who  came  to-day  ?  " 
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"  No  one  you  have  ever  seen." 

"  And  yet  he  asked  for  me  ?     I  am  become 

famous,  it  seems.    Me  alegro  !    I  am  glad 

No,  not  that ;  I  can  never  be  glad  again." 

The  tears  were  so  near  her  eyes  always  now, 
that  chance  words  such  as  these  brought  them 
forth  directly. 

*'  Are  you  strong  enough,  darling,  to  meet 
him — one  whom  you  don't  know,  and  who  is 
yet  no  stranger  ?  " 

"  This  seems  like  a  riddle." 

"  Can  you  think  of  no  one  whom  you  know 
by  report  well,  but  have  yet  never  seen  ?  " 

''Columbus  perhaps,  or  Don  Juan  Tenorio, 
the  bad  man  of  Seville,  or  Espartero,  or  the 
Duque  de  Rivas." 

There  was  a  touch  of  her  old  love  of  fun 
in  this,  but  the  jest  was  like  laughter  on  the 
face  of  a  mute. 

"  It  is  cruel  to  tantalize  you.  His  name  was 
Sir  Hector  Harrowby.    You  know  it  of  course  ?  " 

"  No;  and  yet" 

"He  is  the  uncle  who  stood  in  the  way  ; 
poor  Paco's  uncle." 

*'  And  what  brought  him  all  this  way  to  ask 
for  me  ?  Did  he  come  to  upbraid,  to  tax  me 
with  the  dear  youth's  death?    Alas!   I   could 
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not  help  it.  If  it  had  been  left  to  me,  I  would 
have  laid  down  my  life  for  him  a  thousand 
times,  I  swear  it  by  my  salvation — and  that 
the  sweet  Virgin  Mother  knows." 

*'  He  came,  Lola,  simply  to  inquire." 

*' Surely  it  could  not  be  that  he  was  ignorant?" 

*'  Till  to-day  he  knew  nothing,  absolutely 
nothing.  He  commenced  by  saying  that  he 
would  no  longer  withhold  his  consent,  and 
hoped  to  see  you  married  soon." 

''  Too  late !  too  late  ! "  cried  Lola,  poor  child, 
now  weeping  bitterly.  » 

There  was  a  long  pause,  which  Lola  herself, 
but  with  a  manifest  effort,  was  the  first  to 
break. 

''  Does  Sir  Hector  really  wish  to  see  me  ? " 

"If  you  feel  equal  to  it." 

"He  must  hate  me.  I  fear  to  face  him  ;  and 
yet,  for  Paco's  sake,  I  will.  It  is  the  least  recom- 
pense I  can  make  to  his  friends.  When  will 
Sir  Hector  come  ? " 

"  In  a  few  days.     He  will  write." 

He  came,  and  was  shown  as  before  into  the 
drawing-room,  where  Lady  Henriette  sat  alone. 

"  I  have  hastened  here  as  soon  as  I  could 
brace  myself  for  the  meeting.     May  I  be  per- 
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mitted  to  see  Miss  Fairfax  now  ?     I  cannot  be 
at  rest  until  the  meeting  is  over." 

"  She  Is  now  with  my  sister  Marion.  You  do 
not  wish  to  see  her  alone  ?  " 

"  I  should  prefer  it ;  but  as  you  please." 

As  they  were  speaking,  the  door  opened  to 
give  entrance  to  a  stately  female  draped  all  in 
dark  weeds,  one  who  might  have  walked  with 
pale  cheeks  but  firm  step,  resigned  yet  resolute, 
in  some  ancient  sacrificial  procession  which 
would  end  with  her  death. 

She  came  and  stood  before  him.  Her  face 
was  quiet  but  expressionless  and  cold,  and  when 
he  stretched  forth  to  take  her  hand  he  found 
it  like  ice. 

"  Lola  !  "  he  said  In  a  voice  so  soft  and  gentle 
that  she  felt  assured  of  his  forgiveness  without 
another  word. 

The  next  instant  she  was  on  the  ground  at 
his  feet,  embracing  his  knees,  and  hiding  her 
face  from  his  sight.  She  could  have  borne  re- 
proaches better  than  tenderness  and  compassion. 
Had  he  met  her  with  the  stern  language  she 
told  herself  she  deserved,  she  might  have  con- 
tinued impassive,  but  under  the  affectionate 
warmth  of  his  greeting  she  fairly  broke  down. 
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"  Nay,  nay,"  he  went  on  gently  stroking  her 
lustrous  hair.  *'  I  could  not  desire  to  check  your 
tears,  but  you  must  not  grieve  for  ever,  sweet 
child.     I  have  a  vacant  place  in  my  heart " 

"  Ah,  Senor !  but  that  I  dare  not  hope  to 
fill." 

''  And  why  not  ?  You  were  his  choice,  and 
now  to  me  you  have  the  first  right." 

*'  I  do  not  deserve  it." 

''Child,"  said  Sir  Hector  solemnly,  "the 
blame  is  mine  rather  than  yours.  But  for  my 
harshness  and  unreasonable  pride,  all  this  misery 
would  never  have  come  to  pass.  It  is  I,  rather, 
who  should  ask  forgiveness  of  you." 

During  this  short  colloquy  these  two  had 
been  left  alone  toofether. 

''  Your  face  haunts  me  like  a  dream,  Lola. 
Surely  we  have  met  before  ?  " 

"  It  seems  to  me  also  that  I  have  known  you 
long  and  well.  I  can  love  you  I  think  as  I  did 
him  ; "  and  she  kissed  his  hand  gratefully. 

Sir  Hector  had  found  a  substitute  for  Frank, 
and  one  of  the  sex  he  had  always  religiously 
eschewed. 

But  there  were  strong  reasons  why  he  should 
take  Lola  to  his  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

IN    DURANCE. 

Frank  Wriottesley  was  misslnof.  Such  was 
the  startling  news  that  fell  suddenly,  like  an 
epidemic  of  contagious  disease,  upon  the  Rock 
of  Gibraltar.  It  spread  like  wildfire.  On  the 
tip  of  every  tongue  it  was  carried  from  mess  to 
mess,  from  guard  to  guardroom  ;  it  was  the 
staple  of  conversation  at  the  table-d'hote  of  the 
two  hotels  in  the  town  ;  it  was  the  common 
gossip  of  every  household  from  Landport  to 
Europa  Point.  It  was  signalled  to  the  top  of 
the  Rock,  whispered  through  the  Galleries, 
floated  out  to  the  shipping  in  the  Bay,  wafted 
across  to  Algeciras,  and  over  the  Straits  to  the 
African  coast.  Old  stagers,  who  had  long  made 
Gibraltar  their  home,  shook  their  heads  omin- 
ously, and  then  added  that  it  was  no  more  than 
they  had  expected  all  along.     This  young  man 


IN  DURANCE.  265 

had  been  always  too  rash ;  his  confidence  was 
overweening  ;  a  catastrophe  was  certain  sooner 
or  later  to  overtake  him.  The  neighbouring 
country  was  notoriously  insecure ;  a  man  travel- 
ling in  the  desert  of  Sahara  or  the  Siberian 
Steppes  would  be  more  certain  to  return  to  his 
family  than  one  who  committed  himself  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  the  savages  of  the  Andalucian 
Sierras.  Young  comrades  waxed  indignant 
that  a  man  so  popular  as  Frank  Wriottesley 
should  come  to  harm,  and  asked  whether  some 
one  was  not  to  be  called  to  account.  People  on 
the  point  of  making  a  tour  in  Southern  Spain 
paused  irresolute,  doubtful  whether  they  might 
not  run  the  risk  also  of  being  kidnapped  or  killed. 
As  the  gossip  grew  and  gathered  strength,  it 
soon  reached  the  ears  of  the  chief  authorities  of 
the  fortress.  A  staff-officer  of  high  rank  caught 
the  rumour  flying,  and  carried  it  at  once  to  His 
Excellency  "the  Captain-General  and  Governor 
of  the  Garrison  and  Territory  of  Gibraltar," 
— a  stern  old  military  peer,  in  whom  much 
determination  of  character  was  blended  with 
great  kindliness  of  heart.  With  him  Frank 
Wriottesley,  as  a  gay  and  gallant  youth  of 
engaging  presence  and  foremost  in  field-sports, 
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had  ever  been  a  prime  favourite.  At  first  Lord 
Montresor  laughed.  It  was  some  foolish  esca- 
pade. The  lad  was  as  wild  as  a  hawk.  He 
would  turn  up  just  when  he  was  least  expected. 
But  as  the  Military  Secretary  still  looked  grave, 
his  Lordship  asked  for  the  whole  story. 

All  that  was  known  was,  that  Mr  Wriottesley 
had  returned  a  month  ago  or  more ;  that  much 
was  certain.  Although  he  had  remained  at 
Gibraltar  only  a  few  hours,  one  or  two  of  his 
friends  had  spoken  to  him.  He  called  at  the 
house  of  Captain  and  Mrs  Sproule;  his  servants 
had  seen  him,  and  could  give  particulars  of 
his  sudden  exodus  into  Spain.  As  he  was  a 
notorious  vagrant,  one  to  whom  wandering 
among  mountain  by-paths  had  always  possessed 
a  peculiar  charm,  his  absence  was  at  first  easily 
explained.  But  now  he  had  long  since  over- 
stayed his  leave,  and  no  one,  neither  brother- 
officers  nor  friends,  on  the  Rock  or  at  home, 
had  heard  from  him.  Sir  Hector  Harrowby, 
his  nearest  relative,  had  written  out  to  inquire  if 
he  was  well.  There  was  here  some  cause  for 
anxiety,  if  not  for  alarm.  In  the  midst  of  it  all 
appeared  an  old  Spanish  muleteer,  one  who 
went  by  the  name  of  "  Uncle  Owl,"  with  an 
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extraordinary  story  of  an  elopement.  Mr 
Wriottesley  had  run  off  with  the  daughter  of  a 
Spanish  gentleman,  and  Uncle  Owl  had  met 
him  when  in  full  flight. 

''My  dear  Pleydell,"  said  his  Lordship,  ''it 
Is  just  what  I  expected — a  madcap  adventure 
which  explains  itself.  It  would  be  ridiculous 
to  interfere  seriously  in  such  affairs.  Depend 
upon  it,  Mr  Wriottesley  is  somewhere  safely 
stowed  away  with  his  lady-love,  and  he  will  re- 
appear when  the  tumult  is  over." 

"  But  suppose,  General,  there  has  been  some 
foul  play  ?  " 

"Why  need  we  suppose  anything  of  the  kind? 
It  would  be  the  purest  and  most  uncalled-for 
conjecture." 

"  You  would  not  think  it  advisable  to  com- 
municate with  the  Spanish  authorities  ?  " 

"It  would  be  too  absurd.  I  really  cannot 
move  in  the  matter.  Besides,  consider  young 
Wriottesley's  feelings  at  being  hunted  down  by 
the  Spanish  police.  Depend  upon  It,  he  has  his 
own  good  reasons  for  keeping  out  of  the  way." 

"  I  don't  think,  General,  that  he  has  any  right 
to  frighten  us  all  and  disturb  the  quiet  of  the 
Garrison.'* 
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''  We'll  punish  him  for  that.  Tell  his  colonel 
to  place  him  in  arrest  the  moment  he  returns  ; 
of  course  I  shall  insist  upon  his  giving  a  satis- 
factory account  of  himself" 

The  chief  personage  having  thus  decided  to 
let  Frank's  disappearance  for  the  present  rest 
without  active  inquiry,  the  question  was  practi- 
cally disposed  of,  and  lingered  only  as  the 
property  of  the  idle  gossip-mongers  of  the  place. 
With  them,  too,  it  promised  to  degenerate 
into  a  nine-days'  wonder.  At  first  they  inveighed 
a  little  against  the  apathy  of  the  authorities  ; 
then  the  first  freshness  of  the  rumour  faded 
away,  and  not  even  the  continued  absence  of 
all  tidings  from  Frank,  although  in  itself  suffi- 
cient to  increase  the  gravity  of  the  situation,  was 
able  to  keep  the  subject  alive.  No  one  now 
was  really  uneasy.  Frank's  personal  friends 
wondered  a  little,  but  hoped  for  the  best.  The 
Sproules,  after  their  great  rupture,  cared  nothing 
whether  our  hero  was  alive  or  dead.  In  spite 
of  the  general  commotion,  they  had  remained 
obstinately  dumb,  declaring  that  no  word  of 
theirs  should  be  said  to  help  him  out  of  any 
difficulty  into  which  he  might  have  fallen.  Mrs 
Sproule  never  wanted  to  see  him  again,  and 
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Tony  said  he  wished  he  had  never  seen  him 
before.  Perhaps  the  only  person  actively 
concerned  was  Frank's  colonel,  and  he, 
as  commanding  officer,  was  more  annoyed  at 
Frank's  contempt  for  military  rules  in  playing 
truant  so  long  than  seriously  alarmed  at  his 
absence. 

So  the  days  slipped  by,  and  with  them  went 
many  of  the  chances  that  might  have  been 
made  available  for  unravelling  the  whole 
mystery.  First,  Bellota  died  suddenly ;  then 
came  the  break-up  at  Rosia  Cottage,  followed 
by  Lola's  hasty  departure  for  England,  and  the 
removal  of  the  Penaflors  from  Agua  Dulce. 
Last  of  all,  Tio  Mochuelo's  evidence  was  lost. 
The  old  man  had  been  taken  up  so  short  when 
he  inquired  at  Montegriffo's  for  Frank,  that  he 
left  the  Garrison  abruptly,  and  vowed  he  would 
never  re-pass  the  gates.  Thus  for  the  moment 
all  clues  vanished  into  thin  air.  When,  by  and 
by,  the  time  came  for  re-opening  the  question, 
it  might  be  difficult  to  get  at  the  real  truth. 

Nor  could  that  time  be  much  longer  delayed. 
While  they  dozed  on  in  calm  indifference  upon 
the  Rock,  hourly  expecting  to  see  Frank  ride 
up  the  streets,  and  present  in  himself  the  most 
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simple  solution  of  the  difficulty,  Sir  Hector  had 
learnt  through  Lola  what  had  actually  occurred. 
He  sought  without  delay  the  assistance  of  the 
English  Government.  A  lengthy  despatch 
issued  from  the  Colonial  Office  embodying  all 
the  details.  These,  though  meagre,  were  cir- 
cumstantial. 

All  was  as  clear  now  as  noonday.  Beyond 
question  Mr  Wriottesley  had  been  attacked  and 
shot  down.  The  scene  of  the  outrage  was  clearly 
indicated  ;  it  was  a  pass  above  Ubriquez  upon 
the  Ronda  road.  There  was  good  reason  for 
identifying  one  of  the  miscreants  as  an  old 
servant  of  Mr  Wriottesley's — an  escaped  con- 
vict, who  doubtless  owed  his  master  many  a 
grudge.     Probably  he  was  the  assassin. 

But  was  Frank  really  dead  ?  This  must  be 
ascertained  as  soon  as  possible ;  in  any  case, 
condign  punishment  must  be  meted  out  to 
those  who  had  attacked  him.  After  the  first 
lull,  a  second  burst  of  excitement  as  to  Frank's 
fate  rose  rapidly  to  fever-pitch.  Nor  was  it 
confined  now  to  irresponsible  persons.  All  the 
officials,  high  and  low,  were  equally  roused. 
Lord  Montresor,  the  Governor,  was  greatly 
o;rieved   for    Frank.      The   young   fellow  had 
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doubtless  been  indiscreet.  To  elope  with  a 
young  lady  from  the  house  of  her  friends  was 
not  an  action  to  be  defended;  nevertheless,  the 
offence  hardly  deserved  to  be  punished  with 
instant  death.  His  Lordship  half  regretted 
that  he  had  not  taken  action  sooner ;  but  he  had 
only  hesitated  while  doubtful  whether  interfer- 
ence would  be  judicious  or  justifiable.  Now  that 
he  had  received  positive  news,  he  sought  by 
the  energy  with  which  he  set  inquiry  on  foot  to 
make  up  for  lost  time.  He  was  determined  to 
sift  the  matter  to  the  very  bottom. 

A  select  commission  was  promptly  appointed 
to  take  evidence,  and  examine  all  persons 
connected,  even  by  implication,  with  the  affair. 
Here  at  once  they  were  checked  by  flaws  in 
the  chain  ;  links  were  gone,  and  only  by  conjec- 
ture could  the  gaps  be  made  good.  Captain 
Sproule  was  called  up  ;  he  was  a  great  personal 
friend.  Had  he  seen  Mr  Wriottesley  ?  Had 
he  any  idea  what  was  the  real  reason  of  the 
sudden  start  into  Spain  ?  Mrs  Sproule  was 
also  interrogated.  Both  husband  and  wife 
repudiated  Frank's  friendship,  and  denied  that 
they  knew  anything  of  his  aflfairs.  They  had 
seen  him,  certainly,  for  a  short  time,  and  had 
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thought  his  manner  somewhat  strange  ;  his 
mind  seemed  unsettled,  his  temper  was  uncer- 
tain ;  probably  he  was  meditating  some  foolish 
act.  Nothing  satisfactory  was  elicited  from  the 
Sproules.  Nor  could  Muldoon  throw  much 
light  on  the  matter. 

His  master  had  said  he  was  going  to 
Xlmena.  He  often  went  to  Ximena.  Why  ? 
Muldoon  shook  his  head,  as  if  to  disclaim 
all  acquaintance  with  Frank's  secrets.  But 
there  were  some  few  people  who  knew  of  the 
visits  to  the  Cortljo  de  Agua  Dulce,  and  the 
attractions  which  drew  Frank  thither.  The 
venue  was  thus  changed  to  Spain.  Confidential 
messengers  were  despatched  to  put  queries  to 
the  Penaflors.  But  the  whole  family  had  de- 
camped. They  were  gone,  it  was  said,  to 
Madrid.  From  the  first  there  had  been  a  hint — 
originating  with  Lola  herself — that  these  cousins 
were  more  nearly  concerned  in  the  recent 
catastrophe  than  they  would  care  to  avow.  Now 
their  rapid  evacuation  of  their  old  home  roused 
fresh  suspicion.  It  was  considered  advisable 
to  trace  them  out.  But  how  ?  Might  not  a 
reclamation  be  made  on  the  Spanish  Cabinet 
at  Madrid  for  advice  and  assistance  ? 
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From  the  first  Lord  Montresor  had  been  In 

constant   telegraphic   correspondence  with   our 

Ambassador  at  the  Spanish  Court.     Through 

him    the    support    and    countenance    of    the 

Spanish   Government   were   earnestly  Invited. 

It  surely  could  not  be  tolerated  In  a  Christian 

country   that    unoffending    passengers    should 

be  massacred  on  the  public  highways  ?     The 

attitude  of  the  Spanish  Government  was  one  of 

courteous  Incredulity.      Disasters  of  the   kind 

were   impossible  In  the  realms  of   Her  Most 

Catholic     Majesty.       Travellers    might    meet 

with  a  disgusto — a  mischance ;    they  might  be 

deprived  of  a  little  superfluous  cash  by  reckless 

rogues.      In  Spain,   as  elsewhere,    there  were 

hijos  de  todas  madres — sons  of  various  kinds  of 

mothers, — but  to  lose  their  lives!     Impossible! 

'The    Minister   of  the  Interior   quite   laughed 

when,  later  on,  an  effort  was  made  to  implicate 

the  Penaflors.     They  were  people  of  the  first 

distinction,  of  untold  wealth,  which  was  always 

judiciously    expended.        They    had    recently 

bought  a  palace  in  the  Wide   Street  of  San 

Bernardo,  and  it  had  become  one  of  the  centres 

of  polite  society  in  the  Court.    Was  it  probable 

that  such  people  would  be  entangled  with  low 

intrigues  ?     The  only  satisfaction  our  Minister 

VOL.  III.  s 
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at  first  obtained  was  that  instructions  should 
be  sent  to  the  Civil  Governors  of  Arcos  and 
Ronda  to  institute  proceedings.  When  the  in- 
quiry had  been  opened  in  due  form,  all  persons 
concerned  should  be  summoned  to  make 
notarial  depositions,  and  these,  duly  verified 
and  attested,  would  be  a  guide  for  further 
action.  At  the  end  of  some  half-dozen  years, 
as  the  result  of  these  proceedings,  by  proper 
channels  there  would  be  an  authoritative  an- 
Qouncement  that  one  Francis  Wriottesley,  an 
English  subject  travelling  in  Spain  for  his 
pleasure,  was  missing  still. 

Such  dilatory  measures,  however,  did  not 
suit  Lord  Montresor's  temper;  and  further 
representations,  more  peremptory  in  tone,  were 
addressed  to  the  Spanish  Government.  After 
some  further  delay,  goaded  by  the  continual 
nagging  of  the  Ambassador,  the  Spanish  Minister 
promised  to  do  all  that  was  required.  Regi- 
ments of  foot  and  horse  should  be  sent  to 
scour  the  country  ;  the  Captain- General  of 
Andalucia  should  himself  head  the  campaign. 
As  the  practical  outcome  of  all  this  talk,  a  few 
patrols  of  guardia  civiles,  or  soldiers  of  the 
police,  started  from  Cadiz,  and  took  a  pleasant 
promenade  through   the   mountains,   returning 
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within  a  week  or  two  to  report  that  everything 
was  quiet,  and  not  a  robber  was  alive  in  the 
whole  country-side. 

But  now,  with  the  tacit  consent  of  the  Spanish 
authorities,  the  English  General  instituted  a 
much  more  visforous  search  on  his  own  account, 
spies  were  sent  out  in  all  directions.  There 
was  no  end  to  them.  Round  about  the  livery- 
stables  in  Gibraltar  there  are  always  to  be  found 
half-a-dozen  or  more  free-lances,  ready  to  take 
service  at  a  moment's  notice  with  any  master, 
and  ride  forth  into  Spain  as  groom,  body- 
servant,  or  guide.  All  of  these — Pedro  Gil, 
Juan  Garcia,  Antonio  Perez,  Manoel  this, 
Felipe  that,  and  Enrique  the  other — were  now 
specially  enlisted  and  let  loose  to  roam  through 
the  neighbourhood.  Their  activity,  as  evi- 
denced by  the  telegrams  they  sent  back  daily, 
was  prodigious.  They  were  for  ever  getting 
on  the  track  :  the  news  was  ''  good,"  "  better," 
''  excellent."  Within  a  few  hours  the  search 
must  be  concluded  and  the  whole  mystery  cleared 
up.  Had  some  one  been  despatched  to  spy  out 
the  spies,  these  active  agents  would  have  been 
found  taking  their  ease  at  various  posadas,  and 
living  on  the  fat  of  the  land.  Some  suspicion 
of   this   came   home   erelong   to   the    English 
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authorities,  and  an  endeavour  was  made  to  find 
more  suitable  local  detectives. 

There  had  been  no  lack  of  counsellors  from 
the  first,  who  had  each  in  turn  proposed  an 
infallible  plan  of  procedure.  Now,  as  the 
search  for  news  continued  unavailing,  each 
wiseacre  averred  that  the  result  would  have 
been  different  had  their  advice  been  followed. 
Many  of  them  agreed  in  one  point — they  all 
alike  condemned  the  agents  chosen.  This 
was  principally  because  each  had  some  par- 
ticular friend  especially  suited  for  the  job. 
But  there  was  some  sense  in  the  objection 
to  those  already  sent,  that  they  were  all  of 
them  natives  of  the  Rock.  There  are  no 
very  close  ties  between  the  "  Scorpions  "  and 
the  Andaluclan  peasants ;  cousins  though  they 
may  be  by  descent,  they  hate  each  other  cor- 
dially. How  was  it  likely  that  these  Scorpions 
could  succeed  in  gleaning  information  from 
people  who  could  hardly  tolerate  their  existence 
at  all  ?  Now,  if  real  Spanish  agents  had  been 
employed  !  There  was  Corbacho,  for  instance, 
a  noted  dealer  in  contraband,  who  was  con- 
tinually moving  to  and  fro.  Tio  Mochuelo; 
again,  the  father  of  all  the  muleteers ;  or 
Patoronro,  the  gipsy  horse-chaunter,  who  knew 
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every  rogue  by  sight  between  Cadiz  and  the 
Alpujarras — let  such  men  as  these  be  sent 
out,  and  within  a  week  the  matter  might  be 
considered  settled.  Perhaps  the  most  pro- 
minent person  of  this  class  was  a  certain  Simon 
Lopez,  better  known  as  Moscardon,  who  had 
been  exiled  for  some  time  past  from  Spain  on 
account  of  his  political  opinions.  He  was  a 
Republican,  one  who  had  been  mixed  up  more 
than  once  in  unsuccessful  plots  against  the 
Government.  Now  he  made  Gibraltar  his 
head-quarters,  but  the  pleasure  of  his  society 
was  not  altogether  appreciated  upon  the  Rock, 
and  he  entered  the  garrison  only  from  day  to 
day  on  a  permit,  which  would  have  been  imme- 
diately forfeited  If  he  had  dared  to  sleep  in  the 
town.  Any  resting-place  on  terra  jirnia  being 
thus  denied  him,  he  led  an  amphibious  life,  and 
by  night  lodged  on  board  a  coal-hulk  in  the 
Bay,  or  on  one  of  the  many  faluchas  of  which 
he  was  part  proprietor.  Moscardon  was,  never- 
theless, a  man  of  good  repute  among  his  fellows, 
the  contrabandistas,  who  made  smuggling  their 
profession.  They  trusted  him  thoroughly,  say- 
inof  his  word  was  as  orood  as  his  bond.  It  was 
he  who  bought  the  tobacco,  who  bribed  the 
Spanish  revenue-officers,  who  accompanied  the 
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boats  when  laden  to  the  point  on  the  Spanish 
coast  where  the  landing  was  to  be  effected. 
Thousands  of  dollars  passed  In  this  way 
through  his  hands,  and  he  never  wronged  a 
soul.  His  father  before  him  had  been  a  con- 
trabandista,  and  his  brothers  now  were  the 
same.  Both  by  family  tradition  and  his  own 
straightforward  dealing  he  had  gained  much 
influence  among  his  friends.  Moscardon  could 
be  relied  upon  to  pick  up  any  quantity  of 
intelligence  were  he  only  free  to  visit  Spain. 

They  sent  for  him,  therefore,  and  asked  him 
whether  he  was  disposed  to  assist.  Yes,  if  they 
secured  him  a  safe-conduct  from  Madrid.  Had 
he  any  notion  who  were  the  probable  culprits  ? 
No ;  it  was  long  since  he  had  travelled  by 
Ximena  to  Ronda,  and  he  could  not  speak  from 
his  own  knowledge.  But  rumour  had  it  that 
many  smugglers  had  lately  fallen  into  evil 
ways ;  trade,  you  see,  was  so  bad  just  now 
(he  spoke  of  his  business  as  might  any  trades- 
man who  followed  an  honourable  calling),  that 
some  may  have  found  it  hard  to  provide  food 
for  their  little  ones.  ''  To  steal,  in  fact  ?  "  they 
asked  Moscardon.  ''Well,  to  borrow  on  their 
own  security."  "  Would  such  be  likely  to  do 
injury  to  those  they  robbed  ?  "  *'  Never  !    That 
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IS  to  say,  not  intentionally.  If  resistance  was 
offered,  some  accident  might  happen  ;  pro- 
bably such  had  been  the  case  now.  The 
gentleman  had  been  wounded  " 

"Why  not  killed.-*"  asked  Lord  Montresor 
quickly. 

"  He  would  be  worth  too  much,  your  most  ex- 
cellent highness.  They  are  nursing  him  no  doubt, 
and  by  and  by  will  make  proposals  for  a  ransom. 
Such  things  have  happened  before  now." 

Moscardon  seemed  so  thoroughly  master  of 
the  situation,  that  he  was  entrusted  with  full 
powers.  There  was  much  method  in  his 
manner  of  setting  to  work.  Of  course  he  could 
not  move  until  his  safe-conduct  arrived ;  and 
then,  when  it  was  put  into  his  hands,  he  found 
serious  discrepancies  in  the  signalement  of  his 
person,  and  said  he  was  described  by  wrong 
Christian  names.  These  mistakes  must  be 
rectified  before  he  commenced  operations.  It 
was  all  very  well  to  protest  about  delay,  but  it 
was  a  question  of  personal  security  ;  and  besides, 
if  he  were  arrested  the  moment  he  set  foot  on 
Spanish  territory,  there  would  be  much  greater 
delay.  But  while  the  safe-conduct  was  returned 
to  Madrid  for  correction,  Moscardon  was  not 
idle.     He  "spent  the  time  in  gathering  up  infor- 
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mation.  Frank's  appearance  was  described  to 
him,  and  that  of  his  horses.  Especially  was  he 
particular  to  inquire  what  brands  the  latter 
bore.  The  Spanish  breeder's  monogram  invari- 
ably appears  upon  the  hindquarters,  and  though 
disfiguring,  the  practice  is  not  without  its  uses. 
Taraxicum,  they  told  him,  showed  the  letters 
J.  M.,  Macho,  a  V.  surmounted  with  a  crown. 
The  knowledge  of  these  marks  was  useful  to 
Moscardon  as  we  shall  see  further  on. 

One  fine  morning,  with  two  trusty  com- 
panions, he  sallied  forth.  His  point  was  the 
Pozo  de  Salomon  ;  he  meant  to  begin  his 
researches  from  the  very  spot  on  which  the 
outrage  was  said  to  have  occurred.  But  in  the 
pass  he  met  no  single  soul.  Here  in  the  grim 
loneliness  were  only  ragged  rocks  and  withered 
cork-trees,  and  none  to  answer  him  a  word. 
Thence  in  circles  he  drew  the  country  round, 
asking  here  for  this  friend,  there  for  that,  and 
putting  to  each  a  series  of  cautious  questions 
previously  prepared.  Were  there  any  rateros 
afoot  ?  Was  the  Sierra  quiet  ?  Had  they 
noticed  a  gang  of  horsemen  passing  that 
way,  strangers  or  others,  seeking  to  avoid 
inquiry  ? 

*'  No ;     not    of    late.       Some   weeks    back, 
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Jesualdo  Graclas  had  met  a  party  of  six  hurry- 
ing-  down  from  Solomon's  Well." 

''  Mounted  ?  " 

**  Yes  ;  well  mounted  ;  but  one  of  their  number 
had  been  hurt,  and  was  lying  across  the  saddle." 

This  was  interesting. 

*'  Which  way  went  they  ?  " 

"  By  El  Bosque  towards  Bornos." 

Moscardon  hastily  followed  up  this  clue.  At 
another  village,  Benimahoma,  the  cavalcade  had 
been  also  seen,  pressing  towards  Alcala. 

"  And  the  horses — was  one  a  tall  yellow  horse 
— diie/i  caballo  f  " 

"  Clearly;  and  it  carried  the  man  that  was  hurt." 

**  Victoria !  "  cried  Moscardon,  riding  on  at 
once  to  Alcald. 

Here  at  the  barracks  of  th.^  guar dia  civil  he 
made  inquiries,  and  was  told  that  a  party  of 
six  answering  the  description  had  been  seen 
about  dawn  one  morning  near  the  Molinos  de 
Patriste.  Thither  went  Moscardon,  and  found 
that  there  had  been  six  such  men,  strangers,  in 
the  place,  and  one  had  inquired  where  they 
could  get  two  horses  shod.  Whither  had  they 
gone  next  ?  Some  said  towards  the  Sierra, 
others  towards  the  Camplna — the  plains  of 
Xeres.     Moscardon  tried  the  mountains  first, 
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but  Speedily  lost  all  clue.  Next  he  spent 
several  days  searching  the  cultivated  districts 
round  Medina  Sidonia  at  Arcos,  also  quite 
without  success.  Then  he  pushed  on  to  Xeres, 
of  which  place  he  was  a  native,  meaning  to 
continue  his  inquiries  there,  and  at  the  same 
time,  while  away  a  few  hours  with  old  friends  and 
townsfolk,  from  whom  he  had  long  been  parted. 

No  one  had  heard  at  Xeres  of  the  mysterious 
occurrence  which  was  the  subject  of  Moscardon's 
search,  nor  had  any  suspicious  party  of  six 
strangers  been  seen  in  the  town.  Moscardon, 
beginning  to  despair,  was  about  to  leave  the 
town,  when,  as  a  last  chance,  he  went  the  round 
of  the  stables  at  the  several  inns,  and  at  one  of 
the  last,  the  Posada  de  los  Tres  Reyes,  he  came 
unexpectedly  across  Taraxicum  or  his  own 
brother. 

Elated  at  this  discovery,  he  resolved  to  watch 
the  stable  and  see  who  owned  the  horse. 
Shortly  afterwards  one  whom  he  did  not  recog- 
nise— a  large,  portly  man,  with  smooth  cheeks 
and  oily  hair,  not  a  native  of  Xeres,  evidently, 
for  Moscardon  knew  them  all  by  sight — came 
down  the  street  and  entered  the  stable.  Mos- 
cardon followed.  The  stranger  was  preparing 
to  give  Taraxicum  a  feed. 
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"  Friend,"  said  Moscardon  abruptly,  "  I  like 
the  look  of  your  horse." 

"  I  can't  say  I  like  yours,"  was  the  surly  reply. 

**  Where  did  you  get  him  ?  "  went  on  Moscar- 
don without  taking  offence. 

"  Ask  him.  Perhaps  he'll  tell  you,  for  I 
shan't." 

''  Will  you  sell  him  ?  " 

*'  Yes ;  and  his  halter,  which  will  do  for  you." 

"  Hombre  !  You  are  a  stranger  here,  and 
perhaps  have  not  heard  of  me.  But  the  neigh- 
bours know  me,  and  will  take  my  part  against 
any  cut-purse  brigand  that  seeks  to  quarrel. 
Estds  f  " — (Do  you  understand  ?) 

"If  all  Xerez  town  and  province  were  behind 
your  back,  Td  call  you  a  meddlesome,  gossiping 
rogue." 

"  Not  when  you  know  the  business  that 
brought  me  hither.  Shall  I  tell  you  ?  I  came 
in  search  of  this  same  horse  you  stole  " 

"  Liar!     It  was  my  father's  before  me." 

"  From  the  English  officer  you  waylaid  and 
killed." 

And  with  this  point-blank  shot  Moscardon 
turned  to  leave  the  stable. 

*'  Come  back  !  Come  back  !  "  cried  the 
stranger.  ' 
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*'  Yes,  when  I  have  called  the  pareja, — the 
brace  of  civiles  who  wait  without  to  haul  you 
off  to  prison." 

"  My  temper  is  hasty,  Senor  mio.  Forgive 
me.  You  must  take  me  as  you  find  me.  He 
who  seeks  a  mule  without  a  blemish  will  have 
to  go  on  foot." 

*'  Aha !  and  the  bravest  bull  Is  sometimes  tamed 
when  he  gets  Into  fields  he  does  not  know." 

"  For  what  purpose  are  you  really  here  ^  " 

"I  came  to  meet  you,"  replied  Moscardon 
promptly. 

''  Tonteria !  I  passed  this  way  only  by 
chance.     No  one  knew  I  was  coming." 

"  I  did,"  stoutly  maintained  Moscardon,  *'and 
why  you  have  come.  I  have  been  on  the  look- 
out for  you  for  some  days." 

''  Curious  ! "  said  the  stranger  somewhat  taken 
aback.     ''  How  came  you  by  your  Information  t  " 

"  One  of  your  own  band." 

''  That  7nalvado  Pepe  Picarillo  has  played  us 
false  again  !  I  told  the  captain  he  was  not  to 
be  trusted." 

"He  has  done  no  harm.  I  am  here  to  arrange 
with  you  as  you  please.  I  will  not  be  hard  on 
you.  Between  tailors  there  is  no  extra  charge 
for  stitching.     Tell  me  only  what  you  want." 
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"We  want  ten  thousand  dollars." 

'*  It  is  a  large  sum." 

"  They  are  rich,  these  English,  and  his 
friends  must  sell  all  they  have,  even  to  the 
family  plate." 

''  When  and  how  is  it  to  be  paid  ?  " 

"  Every  hour  is  of  consequence.  Already 
there  are  some  amongst  us  who  would  put  an 
end  to  him  now  and  at  once  sooner  than  risk 
what  will  happen  to  us  if  the  authorities  can  track 
us  down.  His  life  is  hardly  worth  an  hour's 
purchase." 

**  Not  if  the  ransom  is  promised  ?  "  • 

"  That  may  save  him ;  but  not  if  it  is  long 
delayed.  They  are  afraid,  miserable  curs,  of 
their  own  skins,  and  they  would  put  him  out 
of  the  way  now  at  once,  then  escape  to  the 
other  end  of  Spain.  The  captain  despatched 
me  to  Cadiz,  where  I  was  to  see  the  consul — 
after  promise  of  safe-conduct — and  treat  with 
the  gentleman's  friends." 

"  How  are  we  to  know  that  you  have  autho- 
rity to  negotiate  for  the  others  }  " 

"  Here  are  letters  from  the  gentleman  himself." 

"  Is  he  well  ? " 

"  Fairly  well.  The  wound  has  healed,  but 
he  is  weak  and  anxious." 
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"  Let  him  be  anxious  no  more.  The  affair 
is  as  good  as  arranged.  I  promise  the  money 
shall  be  paid.     Give  me  the  letters." 

"  Not  so  fast.  I  would  not  doubt  your 
promise  myself,  but  my  comrades  may  not 
be  so  easily  persuaded." 

''  I  am  commissioned  by  the  English  Govern- 
ment to  arrange  the  affair.  If  you  bind  your- 
selves to  deliver  him  over  alive,  a  ransom  of 
ten  thousand  dollars  shall  be  paid.  Do  you 
doubt  me  still  ?  Come  to  the  correo  ;  I  will  tele- 
graph now  at  once  to  the  Governor  of  the  Rock, 
and  when  you  see  his  answer  will  you  be  satis- 
fied then  ?  " 

"  Es  claro  !  Of  course  ;  but  even  then  there 
will  be  much  to  settle.  We  must  have  the 
cash  in  gold,  made  up  in  bags  that  we  can 
carry  round  our  waists.  We  must  have  a 
promise  that  the  civiles  will  not  touch  us  when 
we  come  to  fetch  it ;  and  the  money  must  be 
paid  over  before  the  gentleman  is  released." 

"  They  will  hardly  agree  to  that." 

"  Can  they  not  trust  us  ?  We  are  cadallei^os, 
gentlemen,  and  not  low  thieves." 

"  Well,  well ;  it  is  for  you  to  make  the  terms. 
To  anything  in  reason  they  will  not,  I  think, 
object." 
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"  And  the  money  ?  " 

"  The  sum  is  large." 

''  The  English  coffers  are  deep." 

'*  And  how  are  we  to  be  sure  that  he  will  be 
given  up  alive  ?  " 

"  One  of  us  will  remain  in  your  hands  till 
the  affair  is  concluded.  I  will  myself,  or  the 
captain  will.  When  may  I  expect  you  with 
the  money  ?  " 

"  When  I  get  it." 

''  There  is  no  time  to  spare." 

''It  may  be  that  they  will  not  trust  me  over 
yonder  with  so  large  a  sum.  I  am  not  well 
looked  on  by  the  English  Government.  Per- 
haps they  will  prefer  to  send  it  by  an  agent  of 
their  own." 

''In  that  case  let  us  fix  on  some  signal  by 
which  we  shall  know.  We  will  meet  him,  say,  at 
the  hotel  of  the  Crown  in  Cadiz.  Let  him  have 
a  white  handkerchief  worn  like  a  turban  around 
his  hat,  and  carry  a  photograph  in  his  hand." 

"  So  be  it  1  In  two  days  from  now  I  or  another 
will  meet  you  at  Cadiz.  Do  you  without  delay 
go  back  and  take  the  gentleman  under  your 
wing.      They  will  hardly  hurt  him  now  ?  " 

"  I  know  not.  His  neck,  I  think,  is  still  in 
the  noose." 


( ^'^^ ) 


CHAPTER    XII. 

FOUND. 

A  RICH  harvest  of  open-mouthed  abuse  had  been 
Pepe's  portion  in  return  for  the  cowardly  shot 
which  had  laid  Frank  Wriottesley  low.  The 
other  brigands  were  indignant,  not  because 
Pepe  had  taken  a  mean  advantage,  but  because 
Frank  s  death  would  have  robbed  them  of  all 
chance  of  making  money  by  his  capture  and 
detention.  No  ransom  would  be  paid  for  a 
dead  man  ;  Frank  could  only  be  of  value  so 
long  as  he  was  kept  alive.  The  captain's  first 
care,  therefore,  was,  as  he  threw  himself  anx- 
iously from  his  horse,  to  see  whether  Frank 
still  breathed,  and,  as  he  did  so,  a  glance  gave 
Pepe  plainly  to  understand  that  one  mortal 
wound  would  speedily  be  repaid  by  another 
But  a  short  examination  showed  that  Frank, 
though  insensible,  was  not  actually  killed,  and 
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Pepe,  for  the  present,  escaped  the  fate — some- 
what too  good  for  him  perhaps — of  being  mur- 
dered by  his  fellows. 

As  at  the  time  of  the  catastrophe  the  pursuers 
from  Agua  Dulce  were  close  at  hand,  a  couple 
of  the  brigands  were  selected  to  restore  Lola 
to  her  own  people,  while  the  rest  prepared,  in 
all  haste,  to  carry  Frank  away.  They  made 
his  body  fast  across  the  saddle,  and  sought 
some  more  retired  spot  in  the  mountain-side, 
meaning  to  look  to  his  hurts,  and  patch  him  up 
if  possible  sufficiently  to  bear  the  journey  to  the 
Ermita,  where  for  the  present  they  meant  to 
keep  him  interred.  With  some  rough  surgical 
knowledge.  El  Capitano  applied  bandages  and 
stopped  the  bleeding.  There  was  brandy  in 
Frank's  flask,  and  a  strong  dose  of  this  re- 
stored him  to  consciousness. 

''Where  am  I  ?"  he  asked,  surprised  to  find 
himself  extended  upon  the  grass,  and  surrounded 
by  strangely  dark  and  forbidding  faces. 

*'  With  friends,"  replied  the  captain ;  and 
Frank  might  fairly  have  expressed  a  wish  that 
from  such  friends  as  these  he  might  In  future 
be  saved. 

"  Are  you  strong  enough  to  travel  ?  " 

''  Whither  ? " 

VOL.    III.  T 
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"  To  a  place  of  safety,  where  you  will  be 
tended,  and,  I  hope,  restored  to  health." 

"  Health  !  what  has  happened  then  ?  Ah, 
Heaven  be  merciful !  I  remember  all.  Tell  me, 
for  God's  sake  tell  me,"  cried  Frank,  raising 
himself  upon  one  arm,  "  where  is  the  Senorita  ? 
Is  she  unhurt  ?  " 

"  The  Senorita  who  was  with  you  but  just 
now  : 

"  Yes,  yes  ! " 

"  See,  down  in  the  valley.  Here  are  glasses, 
jemellos^  which  I  have  used  myself  in  the 
opera  house  at  Seville.  Look,  if  you  have  the 
strength.  There  is  a  band  of  horsemen — no  ? 
And  one  on  a  litter.  Do  you  recognise  the 
party  ?  "  Frank  plainly  made  out  Lucas  Pena- 
flor  riding  at  the  head  of  a  procession  of  horses 
and  mules.  On  one  of  the  latter  the  figure  of 
a  female,  seemingly  insensible,  was  borne. 

It  was  Lola. 

With  a  groan  Frank  fell  back  upon  the  grass 
and  again  fainted. 

The  next  few  hours  seemed  to  him  intermin- 
able. He  was  passing  through  a  long-drawn 
agonising  dream,  yet  in  a  state  of  acute  con- 
sciousness, enduring  keen  physical  pain,  and 
perfectly  alive  to  all  that  passed  around.    They 
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were  travelling  with  as  much  speed  as  was  con- 
sistent with  his  condition.  Every  now  and  then 
the  chief,  who  led,  turned  to  ask  him  whether 
his  strength  was  failing  him.  They  had  but  a 
few  hours  of  it  before  them,  he  said ;  at  the 
place  to  which  they  were  bound  the  English 
gentleman  would  find  rest  and  every  comfort. 
Frank  managed  to  ask  their  destination,  but  to 
this  he  got  no  reply  ;  upon  which  he  remarked, 
that  as  they  were  near  Ubriquez,  he  wished  they 
would  leave  him  there.  His  knowledge  of  the 
neighbourhood  seemed  so  good,  that  now  they 
blindfolded  him.  * 

Still  they  rode  on,  and  Frank  now  could 
only  trust  his  ears  to  tell  him  of  his  whereabouts. 
He  heard  cattle-bells  once,  then  does  barkino- 
by  close,  and  soon  afterwards  they  took  the 
handkerchief  from  his  eyes. 

*'  Say  good-day  to  all  whom  we  may  meet," 
whispered  the  chief  as  they  passed  across  a 
ravine  and  came  to  a  good  hard  road.  Follow- 
ing this,  they  reached  a  town — Bornos,  thought 
Frank — which  they  avoided  by  making  a  detour. 
Soon  afterwards  they  left  the  high  road,  and 
took  a  path  through  a  wood.  Emerging  from 
this,  and  commencing  to  climb  a  steep  ascent, 
Frank  was  again  blindfolded. 
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Presently  the  whole  party  halted,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  command  of  the  chief.  They  had 
evidently  arrived  at  a  house,  for  a  loud  ham- 
mering on  a  heavy  door  followed,  accompanied 
by  a  summons  to  those  within  to  come  and 
unbolt.  Next  a  countersign  was  interchanged, 
and  then  without  more  ado  the  whole  party 
entered  a  paved  courtyard.  Two  men,  with 
more  gentleness  than  might  have  been  expected 
from  them,  lifted  Frank  from  his  horse,  and 
carrying  him  up  several  flights  of  steps,  and 
through  several  low  doors,  beneath  which  they 
had  to  stoop,  laid  him  at  length  on  some  rugs 
on  the  floor.      Immediately  he  again  fainted. 

When  he  regained  consciousness,  he  found  that 
his  eyes  were  uncovered,  that  he  was  in  a  small, 
bare,  and  white-washed  room,  while  a  tall  man — 
the  chief  or  captain  of  the  band — was  stooping 
over  him  examining  his  wounds.  **  Does  it  hurt 
you  to  cough  ?  "  he  asked  Frank.  No  ;  it  did 
not ;  nor  did  any  hemorrhage  follow  the  effort. 

What  had  become  of  the  bullet  ?  It  had 
entered  at  the  centre  of  the  chest :  was  it  still 
in  his  body  ?  There  was  no  sign  whatever 
that  it  had  passed  through  his  back. 

The  captain  was  puzzled.  But  he  did  his 
best  for  the  patient.     Josefa  under  his  instruc- 
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tions  made  a  copious  infusion  of  pounded  rose- 
mary, which  was  applied  and  renewed  every 
two  hours  as  a  poultice  or  cataplasm, — so  he 
called  it, — upon  the  gaping  wound.  Then  they 
stripped  him  and  laid  him  within  the  clean 
sheets  of  a  truckle-bed.  Food  was  brought, 
part  of  a  fried  kid,  reeking  with  oil  and  garlic, 
and  a  great  mess  of  beans,  of  which  Frank, 
though  faint  from  want  of  food,  could  eat  but 
little.  He  swallowed  gratefully,  however,  a  long 
gulph  of  agraz,  a  drink  made  of  the  juice  of  the 
unripe  grape,  and  turning  over  on  his  side, 
managed  in  spite  of  mental  anguish  and  keen 
physical  pain  to  fall  into  a  fitful  sleep. 

But  when  he  woke  he  was  in  a  burninof 
fever.  His  brain  was  whirling;  he  was  im- 
prisoned in  a  dark  and  noisome  den.  He  was 
in  darkness ;  yet  not  alone.  Squalid  shapes 
mocked  and  gibbered  at  him,  waving  to  and  fro 
in  weird  cadence  their  grisly  arms,  while  strange 
unearthly  sounds  smote  him  with  a  terrible 
dread.  The  weight  of  a  leaden  world  sat  full 
upon  his  chest ;  he  could  not  breathe,  nor 
move,  nor  utter.  Half  a  second  more  of  such 
an  agony  as  this  and  he  must  go  raving  mad. 
By  a  superhuman  effort  a  fierce  yell  of  affright 
burst  from  him,  and  now  in  this,  the  climax  of 


294       LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

his  delirium,  his  senses  left  him  and  he  remem- 
bered no  more. 

For  several  weeks  Frank's  life  hung  in  the 
balance.  The  chief,  or  the  Padre  Cura,  who 
stood  next  him  in  authority,  watched  alternately 
by  his  bedside,  tending  him,  indeed,  with  as 
much  anxious  solicitude  as  if  they  were  the 
fondest  of  parents  and  he  an  only  child  whose 
premature  death  threatened  to  overwhelm  the 
family  with  the  bitterest  woe.  It  would  have 
been  in  truth  a  grievous  disappointment  to  them 
had  Frank  succumbed.  If  this,  their  first  great 
cotip,  had  failed,  there  was  little  hope  of  a 
second  as  good.  Besides,  until  the  question 
was  settled,  they  were  debarred  from  their  daily 
avocations.  They  could  not  issue  forth  to 
steal  as  heretofore,  because  it  might  draw 
suspicion  on  them,  and  lead  to  the  loss  of  the 
rich  prey  they  had  already  secured.  Of  what 
avail  was  it  to  capture  this  Englishman  if  he 
was  to  remain  thus  ill  upon  their  hands  for 
months,  and  during  them  they  were  to  be  forced 
to  forego  their  regular  trade  ?  In  the  minds 
of  one  or  two  of  the  band  a  black  thought  had 
already  arisen,  that  the  simplest  solution  of  the 
difficulty  would  be  to  put  an  end  to  Frank's 
existence  at  once.      Having  thus  washed  their 
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hands  of  the  affair,  they  might  make  a  fresh 
attempt,  or  at  least  resume  their  simple  opera- 
tions as  gentlemen  of  the  road. 

It  may  be  supposed  that  while  they  were  thus 
torn  by  doubts  and  divided  counsels,  no  small 
measure  of  opprobrium  fell  upon  Pepe  Picarillo. 
But  for  his  indiscretion,  matters  might  have 
been  so  comfortably  arranged.  Frank  would 
have  been  merely  intercepted  in  his  flight,  cap- 
tured, and  temporarily  detained.  The  ransom, 
promptly  demanded,  would  have  been  as 
promptly  paid.  Long  ere  this  each  man  among 
them  would  have  found  himself  in  affluence 
with  his  share  of  the  spoil.  So  much  ill-will 
followed  Pepe,  that  he  went  in  terror  of  his  life. 
He  felt  continually  in  jeopardy.  As  Frank  im- 
proved or  grew  worse,  so  Pepe  seemed  to  post- 
pone or  approach  nearer  to  his  own  latter  end. 
More  than  once  he  tried  to  riiake  off,  caring 
little  that  his  mother,  if  left  behind,  would  pro- 
bably be  sacrificed  instead.  But  the  captain 
suspected  Pepe,  and  watched  him  closely.  If 
the  fellow  were  allowed  to  q-q  free,  his  first  act 
would  doubtless  be  to  bring  down  upon  them 
the  myrmidons  of  the  law.  So  Pepe  was 
once  more  a  prisoner,  a  very  dejected  and  dis- 
appointed prisoner,  having  now  little  hope  of 
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escape.  At  the  very  first  attempt,  If  unsuccess- 
ful, he  might  expect  to  be  ruthlessly  killed ;  and 
not  less  Inevitably  if  Frank  died  might  he 
expect  to  share  the  same  fate. 

But  now  came  a  turn  In  our  hero's  lonof  ill- 
ness,  and  a  prospect,  although  still  remote  per- 
haps, of  his  recovery.  The  captain,  from  long 
watching,  had  come  to  notice  that  Frank  lay  on 
always  one  side  or  the  other  ;  If  by  chance  In  his 
writhing  he  rolled  over  on  to  his  back,  an  excru- 
ciating access  of  pain  Invariably  followed,  to 
which  there  was  no  relief  till  he  resumed  his 
old  position  on  his  side.  This  led  to  a  re- 
newed closer  examination  of  Frank's  back. 

Just  under  the  left  shoulder-blade  was  a 
perceptible  swelling,  a  large  lump,  so  hard  and 
yet  so  tender  to  the  touch,  that  the  captain 
guessed  almost  intuitively  that  It  must  hold  the 
missing  bullet.  '  Yet  was  It  possible  that  this 
lump  of  lead  could  have  travelled  round  from 
the  right  of  the  chest  where  It  had  entered  to 
the  left  of  the  wounded  man's  back  ?  Without 
wasting  time  in  further  conjecture  he  sent  for  a 
veterinary  surgeon's  fleam,  and  with  It  made  a 
deep  incision  In  the  flesh. 

Almost  immediately  the  bullet  thus  released 
fell  out  and  rolled  down  upon  the  floor. 
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Sensible  relief  to  the  patient  followed.  By 
degrees  the  fever  and  the  inflammation  abated, 
and  Frank  thouo^h  he  still  continued  weak  and 
unable  to  move,  regained  his  consciousness  so 
far  as  to  realise  his  position,  and  inquire  feebly 
how  he  came  to  be  in  so  miserable  a  plight. 
At  first  he  had  no  very  distinct  recollection  of 
the  events  which  had  preceded  his  illness,  nor 
when  the  conviction  dawned  upon  him  that  he 
had  been  badly  wounded  could  he  quite  com- 
prehend why  he  should  be  lying  in  this  strange 
squalid  hole.  The  place  was  not  much  like^a 
sick  chamber;  there  was  little  air,  less  light; 
neither  noiseless  nurses  to  smoothe  his  pillow 
and  anticipate  his  lightest  wish,  nor  grave  and 
learned  doctors  to  advise  at  every  turn.  Josefa, 
grown  more  and  more  like  an  old  witch, 
grumbling  at  every  footstep,  came  to  him 
now  and  again  with  fresh  dressing  for  his 
wound,  or  brought  a  basin  of  rice-broth  or 
watery  caldo  filled  with  crumbs  of  bread.  He 
was  too  feeble  to  wonder  why  this  old  beldame 
of  all  others  should  be  nursing  him ;  it  was 
part  of  the  strange  mystery  that  he  should 
find  himself  here  at  all,  prostrate,  and,  as  it 
were,  but  just  returned  from  the  brink  of  the 
tomb. 
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By  and  by  came  El  Capltano,  not  a  little 
elated  at  Fra,nk's  visible  improvement  since  the 
extraction  of  the  ball. 

"Well,  Senor  mio,  there  are  more  days  and 
more  dumplings  in  store  for  you  yet,  I  hope. 
You  will  soon  be  as  strong  as  a  horse.  Food 
is  all  you  require  now.  Meat,  wine,  and  raw 
garlic  soon  make  the  weakest  stripling  jump." 

"  Have  I  been  long  like  this  ? " 

"Many  weeks,  or  you  would  not  be  better 
now.     It's  time,  not  ointment  cures  the  sick." 

"  I'm  hardly  cured  yet,  I  fear." 

"You're  like  the  Spaniard,  Senor,  who  wanted 
to  be  better  before  he  was  well." 

"  When  shall  I  be  able  to  move  ?  " 

"Move!    Whither?" 

"  Away — back  to  my  own  people  on  the 
Rock.  You  have  been  kind  to  a  poor  unfor- 
tunate devil,  and  as  far  as  lies  in  my  power 
you  shall  have  your  reward.  But  I  do  not 
wish  to  trespass  longer  on  your  hospitality." 

Frank  had  quite  forgotten,  if  indeed  he  had 
ever  understood,  the  character  of  his  hosts  ;  and 
certainly  no  suspicion  fell  upon  him  from  the 
captain's  reply. 

''  Nada!  It  is  for  you  to  command  in  this 
house.     It  belongs  to  you." 
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"  How  far  are  we  from  Gibraltar  ? " 

**  Lejos  !  "  replied  the  captain  vaguely.  "  Far 
— yes,  far.  But  you  are  still  weak,  Senor  mio  ; 
you  must  not  talk  too  much." 

He  feared  a  relapse  for  Frank,  and  thought 
it  might  follow  too  abrupt  a  revelation  of  his 
present  condition. 

Nor  indeed,  as  the  days  passed,  could  our 
hero  win  any  response  to  his  repeated  inquiries. 
There  was  something  suspicious  in  this  con- 
tinued silence.  He  would  have  sounded  J osefa, 
but  somehow  he  was  never  left  alone  with  her ; 
and  this  in  itself  increased  his  doubts. 

But  one  day  when  he  had  pressed  harder 
than  usual  for  an  answer,  the  captain  replied — 

*' Go,  Senor  Ingles;  you  can  go  when  you 
please,  provided  only  that  you  feel  strong 
enough  to  travel  and  will  pay  for  the  *  noise  of 
the  house.' " 

This  rzn'do  de  casa  is  the  Spanish  phrase  for 
an  hotel-bill. 

"  That  will  I  pay  right  gladly." 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  well.  But  we  have  been  put 
to  some  expense,  and  must  ask  a  good  round 
sum  " 

"  You  deserve  to  be  well  paid  for  your 
trouble." 


300       LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

"  Ten  thousand  dollars,  Is  that  too  much  to 
ask  ? " 

*'  Ten  thou  " began  Frank,  then  bursting 

into  a  laugh  he  said,  ''  This  is  a  dear  hotel ! " 

''We  have  saved  your  life  twice  over.  But 
for  us  the  lady's  friends — you  know  to  whom 
I  refer — would  have  been  your  death.  Since 
then  we  have  cured  you  from  a  long  and 
danoferous  illness." 

"  You  cannot  surely  be  in  earnest  ? " 

*'  By  the  whole  of  the  hairs  of  the  sainted 
apostles  I  am.  The  times  are  hard,  and  wealth 
must  be  got  together  fast  and  how  we  can." 

"  Those  who  would  grow  rich  in  one  twelve- 
month sometimes  get  hanged  about  June." 

*'  You  will  not  miss  the  money.  You  have 
much,  and  will  doubtless  have  more.  God  fills 
the  granaries  of  those  who  have  never  lacked 
bread." 

''  You  mistake.     I  also  am  poor." 

"  An  EngHshman  and  poor  !  But  you  have 
rich  friends  ;  your  family-house  will  pay  gladly 
to  see  you  once  again." 

"If  the  money  is  not  forthcoming — what 
then?" 

"  Here  you  must  remain." 

**  Here,  in  this  house  ?  " 
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**  Or  under  It.     Do  you  understand  ? " 

If  Frank,  while  still  upon  the  border-land  of 
dreamy  unconsciousness,  had  some  difficulty 
In  understanding  the  predicament  in  which  he 
found  himself,  as  the  days  passed,  and  he  ad- 
vanced rapidly  towards  convalescence,  the  veil 
dropped  altogether  from  his  eyes.  He  was  soon 
strong  enough  to  leave  his  bed,  and  then  the 
captain  conducted  him  downstairs  to  the  general 
living-room  or  kitchen,  where  the  rest  of  the 
brigands  were  assembled.  Here  at  once  Frank 
spied  Pepe  scowling  at  him  from  a  corner. 

"  You  here  !  " 

"  There  Is  no  debt  that  Is  not  some  day  paid 
in  full,  Senor  Paco  ;  the  account  between  us 
will  soon  be  squared." 

As  he  spoke,  his  eyes  glared  with  increased 
malignity,  and  Frank,  weak  still  and  helpless 
against  such  odds,  looked  round  to  the  others  In 
some  alarm. 

*'  He  is  really  glad  to  see  you  so  near  re- 
covered," said  the  captain. 

"  While  you  were  ill,  he  burnt  candles  night 
and  day  to  all  his  saints." 

These  allusions  were  not  very  intelligible  to 
Frank,  and  he  looked  from  the  captain  to  the 
Padre  Cura,  and  then  to  Pepe  In  surprise. 
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"  No  matter/'  said  the  chief,  ''  let  us  to  busi- 
ness. We  have  brought  you  here,  Sefior  mw, 
and  of  my  whole  consideration,  to  consider  the 
terms  of  your  release.  You  are  anxious  to 
return  to  your  friends.  We  desire  nothing 
better  ourselves.  It  rests  only  for  you  to  fix 
the  day  of  your  departure." 

"  On  the  conditions  named  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  on  payment  of  ten  thousand  hard 
dollars  in  silver /^i"^.y  or  golden  Isabels,  we  care 
not  which." 

"  How  can  I  obtain  such  a  sum  ?  " 

"  Here  are  pens  and  paper ;  write  to  your 
bankers  on  the  Rock,  an  order  for  the  whole 
amount.  State  also  that  the  cash  must  be  left 
under  the  second  arch  of  the  aqueduct  by 
Algeciras,  and  that  you  will  not  be  given  up 
unless  we  are  allowed  to  remove  It  without 
observation  or  interference." 

"  The  terms  are  preposterous.  In  the  first 
place,  no  banker  on  the  Rock  or  elsewhere 
would  honour  my  draft  for  such  a  sum.  I  am 
nearly  penniless." 

*'  Then  you  must  apply  to  your  friends.'* 

"  I  have  none." 

"  This  is  mere  waste  of  words,"  broke  in 
Pepe. 


FOUND.  303 

"  Sz,  sz"  cried  two  of  the  others ;  "  and  we 
have  already  wasted  weeks  of  time." 

"  Let  the  money  be  forthcoming  without 
more  delay,  or  the  gentleman  may  enter  the 
chapel  ^  and  say  his  prayers." 

These  three  malcontents  joined  forces,  and 
looked  for  the  moment  very  menacing. 

"  Stand  back,  pigs ! "  shouted  the  captain, 
drawing  his  big  Albacete  knife  from  his  sash. 
''  Whoso  lays  a  finger  on  the  gentleman  will 
have  first  to  do  with  me." 

A  me/ee  seemed  imminent,  when  suddenly 
Josefa  rushed  in  crying —  ♦ 

"  The  soldiers !  the  soldiers  !  A  party  of 
carabineros  are  coming  up  the  canon." 

''  Quick  !  "  said  the  captain  promptly.  ''  Padre 
Cura,  and  you,  Gabarron,  take  the  gentle- 
man upstairs.  Lie  close.  This  danger  will 
pass." 

Frank  was  hurried  back  to  his  bedroom,  and 
thence  towards  a  loft  which  was  approached 
only  by  a  ladder.  The  speed  they  had  used 
was  too  much  for  his  strength,  and  he  was 
unable  to  climb  the  rungs.  So  Padre  Cura 
lifted  him  on  to  the  back  of  the  other  brigand, 
who  carried  him  up  to  the  loft.     The  place  was 

*  To  be  en  capilla^  is  the  Spanish  phrase  for  the  condemned  cell. 
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low  and  dark ;   they  had  almost  to  crawl  along, 
stooping  to  avoid  the  joists  of  the  roof. 

*'  What  does  this  mean  ?  "   asked  Frank. 

"  They  have  come  to  search  the  house." 

"  For  me  ? " 

"  No ;  for  contraband.  They  are  revenue 
officers.  Bjut  had  they  seen  you,  our  game 
would  have  been  spoilt." 

This  alarm  did  not  pass  until  after  night-fall, 
nor  was  it  the  only  one.  For  now  the  excite- 
ment at  Gibraltar  had  commenced,  and  rumours 
soon  reached  the  Ermita  that  active  search  for 
the  missing  English  officer  had  now  been  set 
on  foot.  One  or  other  of  the  brigands  was 
sent  out  daily  to  gather  information,  returning 
always  with  fresh  details.  Benitez  was  on 
their  track ;  the  civiles  at  Seville  were  under 
orders  to  beat  the  Sierras  :  any  day  a  descent 
upon  the  Ermita  might  be  expected  by  an 
armed  force. 

As  these  reports  took  more  and  more 
the  colour  of  probability,  so  the  risk  of 
being  detected  with  Frank  in  their  possession 
gained  strength,  and  with  it  the  animosity  of 
many  of  the  brigands  against  their  captive 
increased.  Now  indeed  the  threats  against 
his  life  were  daily  repeated.     Nor  did  these 
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villains  at  all  care  whether  or  not  It  was  In 
Frank's  presence  that  they  discussed  the 
advisability  of  putting  him  to  death.  Again 
and  again  the  captain,  who  still  performed 
admirably  the  role  of  protector  and  friend, 
warned  him  that  one  of  these  days  it  would  be 
impossible  to  stem  the  violence  of  the  others, 
and  that  then  the  victim  must  be  left  to  his 
fate.  And  all  for  such  a  pitiful  sum  !  What 
were  a .  few  thousand  dollars  In  exchanofe  for 
the  precious  boon  of  freedom  and  life  ?  Surely 
the  gentleman  could  of  himself,  or  through  the 
efforts  of  his  friends,  raise  more  than  this  for 
an  affair  of  such  pressing  need  ? 

Frank  had  never  from  the  first  doubted 
that  an  application  to  his  uncle  would  not  fail 
of  immediate  effect.  But  he  hesitated  to  ask, 
hoping  that  he  might  gain  his  release  by  other 
means.  Now,  when  the  affair  assumed  its 
worst  complexion,  he  sat  down  to  tell  the  story, 
only  sorry  now  that  he  had  so  long  delayed.  The 
payment  might  be  made  readily  enough  per- 
haps, but  not  necessarily  in  time  to  save  his 
life.  His  letter  to  Sir  Hector  was  couched 
in  somewhat  formal  terms;  he  referred  in  no 
respect  to  what  had  passed  between  them,  but 

VOL.  HI.  u 
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stated  merely  that  he  was  in  the  hands  of  Spanish 
,  brigands,  and  unless  speedily  ransomed  would 
probably  die  the  death.  At  the  same  time  he 
wrote  to  his  Colonel,  explaining  his  long 
absence,  and  giving  full  particulars  of  the 
present  jeopardy  in  which  he  was  placed. 
Both  these  letters  were  left  unsealed.  The 
captain  demanded  to  be  allowed  to  peruse 
them,  if  he  required,  as  a  substantial  proof  of 
Frank's  orood  faith. 

It  was  as  the  bearer  of  these  missives  that 
Padre  Cura  was  despatched  and  met  Moscar- 
don  at  Xeres  In  the  manner  already  described. 
What  followed  next  must  be  briefly  passed 
over.  While  the  brigand  returned  to  his  fellows 
to  Q-'ivQ  assurances  that  the  ransom  would  soon 
be  paid,  Moscardon  hastened  in  person  to 
Gibraltar,  and  laid  the  letters  with  the  news  of 
Frank's  danger  before  Lord  Montresor.  The 
Governor  did  not  hesitate  as  to  the  next  step. 
Instructions  were  forthwith  issued  to  the  com- 
missariat chest  to  disburse  the  necessary  sum 
in  gold,  and  this,  packed  In  a  small  valise,  was 
put  under  the  escort  of  a  reliable  officer,  who 
started  forthwith  for  Cadiz.  Moscardon  accom- 
panied him.     They  travelled  in  a  Government 
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Steam-tug,  but  they  were  Instructed  to  keep 
their  mission  secret.  On  landing  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  hotel  Indicated,  and  next  morning, 
as  arranged,  they  met  the  Padre  Cura.  Mean- 
while at  the  Ermita  the  prospect  of  speedy 
payment  diminished  the  imminence  of  Frank's 
danger,  but  so  long  as  he  was  in  the  hands  of 
the  brigands  he  could  not  feel  safe.  He  was 
for  ever  in  a  state  of  feverish  uncertainty,  and 
his  heart  bounded  with  vague  joy  when  the 
captain  entered  his  room  one  evening  about 
dusk  and  bade  him  prepare  for  a  journey.      « 

"  Am  I  to  be  released  ?  " 

"  That  will  depend.  Do .  not  ask  questions. 
Corre  priesa — time  presses." 

They  blindfolded  him  and  set  him  to  ride 
on  horseback  behind  another  man.  As  If  to 
insure  still  further  that  he  should  not  attempt 
to  escape,  they  fastened  his  legs  by  a  rope  pass- 
ing beneath  the  horse's  girths.  In  this  un- 
pleasant fashion  they  travelled  all  night;  at 
first,  as  it  seemed,  down  a  steep  mountain  track 
— they  were  descending  the  Sierra — then  along 
a  good  hard  and  level  road,  in  civilised  districts 
evidently,  and  in  a  flat  country.  Towards 
dawn  their  speed  increased,  but  it  was  already 


308       LOLA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  ROCK. 

daylight  when  Frank,  having  dismounted,  and 
being  unbandaged,  found  himself  inside  a  room 
not  unlike  the  one  he  had  occupied  at  the 
Ermlta,  bare,  but  with  barred  windows,  and 
through  them  the  glimpse  of  other  houses  of 
considerable  size. 

He  was  In  the  heart  of  a  large  town — 
probably  Cadiz.  Strange  predicament ! — a 
prisoner  still,  but  not  now  in  a  remote  mountain 
pass,  where  his  captors  might  count  upon  escap- 
ing suspicion,  but  in  the  centre  of  busy  life, 
with  Enellsh  folk  not  far  off,  and  the  whole 
machinery  of  the  Spanish  law  within  reach,  if 
he  could  but  make  his  appeal  for  assistance 
heard. 

The  captain  seemed  to  guess  that  such 
thoughts  would  be  uppermost  In  his  mind,  for 
at  once  he  gave  Frank  to  understand  that  the 
slightest  attempt  to  betray  his  presence  and  his 
strange  position  would  be  followed  by  instant 
death. 

"  Things  go  well.  It  maybe  that  to-morrow 
you  will  be  free.  But  only  if  we  are  satisfied 
in  our  demands." 

"  Why  did  you  bring  me  here  to  Cadiz  ?  " 

"  How  know  you  that  you  are  in  Cadiz  ?  " 
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"  I  guess  as  much.  There  is  no  other  town 
of  this  size  to  be  reached  across  the  plains,  and 
I  seem  already  to  sniff  the  air  of  the  sea." 

*'  Cadiz  or  no  Cadiz,  you  are  a  prisoner  still. 
I  brought  you  here  because  affairs  drew  me, 
and  I  feared,  if  you  were  left  alone,  you  might 
have  fared  badly  with  those  rogues.  But  now 
rest.  There  is  food,  a  bed,  all  that  you  can  re- 
quire. Only  be  still.  Outside  stands  Gabarron, 
and  he  is  armed.     Beware  ! " 

Wearied  with  his  ride,  Frank  threw  himself 
upon  the  bed,  and,  in  spite  of  his  anxiety,  was 
soon  in  a  sound  sleep.  When  he  awoke, "he 
saw  the  captain  and  two  others  at  a  table 
intent  upon  an  important  task.  They  were 
counting  the  coins  in  several  large  piles  of  gold. 

Frank  sprang  to  his  feet. 

"  This   money you    have  received  it  for 

my  release  ? " 

''  Sz,  Senor.  Noveiita  uno^  noventa  dos ;  "  and 
the  captain  continued  his  counting. 

'•'■  Then  why  not  release  me  ?  " 

"  There  may  be  an  error  in  the  tally.  The 
coins  may  some  of  them  be  false.  Do  not, 
kind  sir,  interrupt  us  further." 

But  w^hen  the  task  of  counting  out  the  two 
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thousand  pieces  was  brought  to  an  end,  Frank's 
freedom  seemed  no  nearer  at  hand.  Did  they 
mean  to  have  their  cake  and  eat  it  ?  Would 
they  pocket  the  ransom  and  slaughter  him  as 
well  ?  A  prey  to  miserable  forebodings,  Frank 
suffered  more  in  the  next  few  hours,  when 
deliverance  seemed  quite  within  his  grasp,  than 
at  any  previous  period  in  his  captivity.  The 
longest  and  darkest  hour  is  that  which  pre- 
cedes the  dawn. 

Towards  evening  they  gave  him  food,  and 
that  despatched,  bade  him  lie  down  and  rest. 

"  In  a  few  hours  more  you  will  be  with  your 
friends,"  said  the  captain. 

It  was  about  midnight  when  they  roused 
him  again.  He  was  told  to  dress  and  they  led 
him  out  of  the  house.  He  was  not  blindfolded 
now,  and  saw  that  he  was  in  an  empty  street. 
Five  of  the  brigands  accompanied  him.  They 
all  walked  rapidly  forward,  till  they  came  to 
a  railway  arch. 

'*  Here,"  said  the  captain,  "  we  leave  you. 
Go  in  God's  keeping.  The  affair  Is  well  con- 
cluded. Take  now  the  first  turning  to  the  left, 
and  keep  straight  on  till  you  meet  a  sereno 
(watchman).     He  will  direct  you  to  the  Hotel 
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of  the  Crown,  where  your  friends  await  you. 
Adiosl  Adios,  till  we  meet  again." 

"  A  long  time  hence,  I  trust,"  laughed  Frank, 
elated  at  the  prospect  of  liberation.  ''  But  adios  ; 
you  will,  I  hope,  meet  with  your  deserts." 

Then  he  turned  down  the  street  indicated, 
and  walked  on  till  the  summons  ''  Quien  vive'' 
of  the  watchman  brought  him  to  the  halt. 

"  Friend,  can  you  direct  me  to  the  Hotel  of 
the  Crown  ?  " 

'*  I  can,  sir,  and  will.  You  had  better  hasten 
thither.  This  is  a  bad  place  to  loiter  in.  Evil 
people  are  about,  and  you  might  chance  to*  be 
robbed  or  worse." 

All  this  he  said  with  a  meaning  smile,  and 
Frank  had  little  doubt  but  that  he  was  also  an 
accomplice.  But  he  gave  him  a  dollar  for  his 
trouble,  and  within  half-an-hour  had  shaken 
hands  with  the  man  who  brought  the  ransom, 
and  slept,  for  the  first  time  for  months,  soundly 
and  well. 

Next  day  in  the  steam-tug  the  whole  party 
returned  to  Gibraltar. 

One  word  more,  before  we  leave  this  episode, 
as  to  the  brigands  and  their  ill-gotten  wealth. 

Two  days  later,  just  as  evening  fell,  a  small 
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party  of  guardia  civiles  might  have  been  seen 
approaching  the  small  stone  bridge  which  at 
Asnar  spans  the  Majazeite,  a  sluggish  tributary 
of  the  river  Guadalete.  They  took  post  in  a 
methodical  way  right  across  the  road,  one  of 
their  number  only  being  thrown  forward  some 
few  hundred  yards  to  act  as  vedette. 

Presently  he  ran  back  to  give  the  signal  : 
"  They  are  coming ; "  and  the  soldiers  stood  to 
their  arms. 

Next  appeared  El  Capitano,  who  rode  at  the 
head  of  his  band,  and  after  him  five  others. 
They  were  jogging  slowly  along,  unconscious 
of  danger,  their  horses  slightly  jaded,  and  they 
themselves  fatigued  with  their  long  journey 
and  the  loads  they  carried.  Two  thousand 
golden  coins  are  not  quite  a  feather-weight. 

Suddenly  the  brigands  caught  sight  of  the 
soldiers  drawn  up  in  line,  and  with  evidently 
hostile  intentions. 

''  Quien  vive  !  "  challenged  the  corporal  who 
commanded  the  Civil  Guards. 

For  reply  the  brigands  fired  a  volley,  and 
one  soldier  fell  dead. 

Immediately  the  Civil  Guards  fired  also,  then 
closed  in  with  revolvers  and  swords.     Three 
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of  the  brigands  were  shot  dead,  two  others,  who 
had  been  wounded,  were  soon  despatched,  while 
the  sixth,  who  at  the  first  alarm  had  turned  to 
gallop  for  his  life,  was  soon  overtaken  and 
also  killed. 

The  officers  of  the  law  thus  remained  masters 
of  the  field.  A  special  report  of  the  action  was 
forwarded  to  Arcos,  whither  went  also  the 
corpses  of  the  dead  brigands  for  identification 
and  interment. 

Strange  to  say,  not  one  farthing  was  found 
upon  their  persons — so  the  Civil  Guards  averred. 
They  had  made  a  thorough  search  without 
delay,  but  the  money  paid  for  the  ransom  had 
altogether  disappeared. 

What  had  become  of  it  ? 


(  314)  ' 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


AT  GRIMSWYCH. 


Frank  was  received  on  the  Rock  with  open 
arms.  His  progress  up  Waterport  Street,  when 
he  had  landed,  was  Hke  a  triumphal  procession. 
His  friends  crowded  round  with  loud  congratu- 
lations, and  numbers  of  people,  of  all  classes 
and  nationalities,  came  forward  to  greet  him 
and  shake  him  by  the  hand. 

Then  one  of  the  General's  aides-de-camp 
appeared  upon  the  scene,  and  carried  him  to 
the  Governor's  palace,  where  he  was  ushered  at 
once  into  the  presence  of  Lord  Montrdsor  him- 
self. 

His  Lordship  made  him  sit  down  and  tell 
his  story  from  beginning  to  end. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  scold  you,  Mr  Wrlot- 
tesley.      You   have   probably  had  punishment 
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enough.  You  are  young,  and  you  have  been 
fooHsh.     But  happily  all  has  ended  well." 

"  Not  quite,  my  Lord,  I  fear.  I  cannot  rest  till 
I  have  heard  what  has  become  of  Miss  Bellota." 

**  The  partner  of  your  flight  ?  " 

"  My  future  wife,  my  Lord." 

**  She  was  some  relation  of  a  person  they 
called  the  Viscount,  I  think  ? "  and  Lord  Mon- 
tresor  looked  at  Frank  curiously,  as  if  wonder- 
ing at  his  infatuation. 

''  Yes." 

"  This  Bellota  is  dead.  He  died  suddenly, 
I  find — about  a  month  ago."  "^ 

'*  And  Lola  ?  "  asked  Frank  eagerly. 

"  None  of  the  family  remain  here.  Some 
of  them,  we  learn  from  our  inquiries,  have 
established  themselves  at  Madrid,  and  the 
young  lady  in  whom  you  are  interested  has 
disappeared." 

"  Gone  !    Great  Heavens  ! " 

**  She  has  gone,  it  is  supposed,  to  friends  in 
Enorland." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Frank  with  a  sigh  of  relief, 
feeling  certain  where  he  should  find  her. 

**And  now,  Mr  Wriottesley,"  went  on  his 
Lordship,  **  what  are  your  plans  ?    There  are 
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one  or  two  points  which  must  be  settled  without 
delay.     Your   ransom,  as  you  are  aware,  has 

been  paid  " 

''  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  know.  But  how,  I  cannot 
for  the  life  of  me  comprehend.  The  sum  is 
more  " 


"  Than  you  are  worth  perhaps,"  said  Lord 
Montresor  laughing  good-naturedly.  "I  ad- 
vanced the  money  from  the  public  chest. 
I  knew  it  would  be  repaid,  if  not  by  the  Spanish 
Government,  on  which  I  shall  insist,  I  presume 
that  you  and  your  friends  will  make  the  imprest 
o^ood." 

"  My  uncle,  Sir  Hector  Harrowby,  would  at 
one  time  have  paid  more  than  this  to  save  my 
life,  I  think.     Now" 

"  You  have  not  been  on  good  terms  with  him 
of  late  ?  Pardon  the  question,  but  I  may  as 
well  tell  you  that  I  have  heard  from  him,  and 
that  you  seem  to  stand  high  in  his  affections. 
He  has  been  nearly  heart-broken" 

"  Have  you  communicated  with  him  yet,  my 
Lord  ? " 

"  I  had  intended  to  telegraph,  but  thought  it 
more  prudent  to  wait  till  you  had  actually 
reappeared." 
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''  May  I  ask  a  favour  ?  Pray  send  no  such 
message.  Let  me  go  home  at  once.  I  should 
wish  to  announce  my  deliverance  in  person, 
my  Lord." 

"  It  is  what  I  would  have  myself  suggested. 
But  your  uncle  is  old.  Do  not  be  abrupt.  You 
are  a  hasty  young  gentleman,  and  a  brusque 
dedu^  might  lead  to  serious  harm." 

"  Joy  seldom  kills,  my  Lord." 

*'  How  will  you  travel  ?  " 

''  Overland." 

'*  Haven't  you  had  enough  of  Spain  ?  Better 
than  that.  There  is  the  '  Royal  Monarch '  now 
in  the  Bay.  She  is  going  to  England  to  be  paid 
off.  Captain  Sotheby  will  give  you  a  passage. 
Good-bye,  Mr  Wriottesley.  Shall  you  rejoin 
your  regiment  here  ? " 

**  I  cannot  tell  what  will  happen  to  me  yet, 
my  Lord.  But  In  any  case  I  shall  some  day 
return  to  Gibraltar.  There  are  scenes  and 
people  hereabouts  so  closely  bound  up  with  all 
my  life,  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  resist  the 
longing  to  revisit  Spain." 

Within  a  week  of  his  release  Frank  landed 
in  England,  and  this  time  made  all  haste  to 
travel  down  to  Grimswych.      As  he  alighted  at 
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the  well-known  familiar  station,  and  walked 
rapidly  up  to  the  Park,  he  could  hardly  believe 
that  seven  short  days  before  he  had  been  a 
prisoner  In  a  miserable  den  among  the  Spanish 
mountains,  and  in  terror  of  his  life.  What  a 
change !  To  the  Ermlta,  Cadiz,  Gibraltar,  his 
native  land  ;  to  captivity,  absolute  freedom  ;  to 
the  bright  skies  and  burning  Southern  sun,  the 
damp,  dull  fog  of  a  November  evening  in  Eng- 
land, vaporous  mists  rising  from  the  lowlands 
and  wrapping  up  all  the  landscape  in  mysterious 
gloom.  The  chill  raw  air  struck  coldly  upon  his 
face,  and  for  the  moment  Frank  was  depressed 
and  sad.     How  would  his  uncle  receive  him  ? 

A  strange  servant  answered  the  door-bell. 
What  had  become  of  Butterfield  ?  Frank  aug- 
ured well  from  the  butler's  absence. 

*'  Sir  Hector,  sir,  sees  no  one  at  this  hour," 
said  the  man.  "  If  it  is  on  business  that  you 
wish  to  speak  to  him,  he  is  always  in  the  justice- 
room  every  morning  at  eleven.  But  to  private 
callers  he  is  never  at  home." 

'*  He  will  be  at  home,  I  think,  to  me.  Is  he 
alone  in  the  house  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  not  exactly."  The  servant  hesi- 
tated ;  was  he  right  in  holding  this  long  con- 
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fabulation  with  a  stranger  ?  "  There  are  friends 
staying  here,  at  least  a  young  lady — Miss 
Fairfax." 

**  Fairfax  !  "  cried  Frank.     "  A  visitor  ?  " 

**  Well,  sir,  she  has  been  here  some  weeks 
now,  and  I  did  hear  she  was  to  make  a  lone 
stay." 

''  Go  in,  my  friend,"  said  Frank  hurriedly, 
his  heart  beating  wildly  with  vague  hopes.  This 
Miss  Fairfax — who  was  she  ?  Who  could 
she  be  ?  **  Go  in,  my  friend,  and  say  a  gentle- 
man from  Gibraltar  has  brought  Important  news 
for  Sir  Hector.  This  will  gain  you  absolution 
for  admitting  me  to  the  house." 

The  servant  went  away  more  reassured.  It 
was  well  known  to  them  all  that  some  myste- 
rious misfortune  had  overtaken  their  masters 
nephew,  out  in  Spain,  and  the  mere  mention  of 
Gibraltar  gave  Frank  importance  at  once  In 
the  butler's  eyes. 

"Will  you  please  to  walk  this  way — to  the 
left " — a  good  joke,  telling  Frank  his  way  about 
the  house  !  **  Sir  Hector  is  in  his  study.  He 
will  see  you  immediately." 

The  place  was  but  dimly  lighted.  At  a 
small  table,  on  which  stood  a  screened  lamp, 
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sat  a  female  figure,  who  had  just  laid  down  a 
book  from  which  she  had  been  reading  aloud. 
Sir  Hector,  who  was  in  an  arm-chair  before 
the  fire,  rose  to  all  his  height,  and  was  about 
to  greet  the  visitor  with  courteous  eagerness. 

*'  You  have  something  of  importance,  sir, 
to  tell  me  ?  " 

''Uncle!    Lola!" 

There  was  no  need  to  ask  the  news  this 
visitor  had  brought.  They  were  indeed  glad 
tidings,  and  from  that  time  forth,  happiness 
and  great  joy  reigned  supreme  in  Grimswych 
Hall 

With  Frank's  return,  and  his  marriage  to 
Lola,  which  very  speedily  followed,  this 
chronicle  naturally  ends.  But  I  should  be 
wanting  in  courtesy  to  those  long-suffering 
readers  who  have  borne  with  me  thus  far,  and 
indeed  to  many  of  my  characters  themselves  if 
I  dismissed  them  without  another  word. 

And  first  as  to  the  principal  personages 
in  my  story. 

They  were  married,  Lola  and  Frank,  in 
the  early  spring,  from  Fairfax  Manor,  taking 
up  after  a  short  interval  their  residence  with 
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Sir  Hector  Harrowby.  Frank  must  retire  from 
the  army,  his  uncle  said ;  there  should  be  no 
more  separation.  For  the  future  his  heir  must 
remain  at  Grimswych  and  take  his  proper  place 
in  the  county.  Frank  was  in  truth  a  great 
acquisition  to  the  neighbourhood  ;  no  one 
played  a  more  active  part  in  local  affairs,  was 
more  regular  in  his  appearance  at  quarter 
sessions,  more  devoted  to  field  sports.  Mrs 
Wriottesley  was  in  every  respect  a  success  as 
the  mistress  of  a  large  country  house ;  for  the 
Park  was  soon  transformed,  and  from  the 
hermitage  of  a  solitary  recluse  became  one  of 
the  pleasantest  centres  of  society  in  the  whole 
kingdom.  Despite  the  grave  duties  she  had 
now  assumed,  Lola  regained  all  her  former 
light-heartedness  :  she  could  laugh,  and  tease 
Paco,  mimic  any  solemn  bore,  sing  snatches  of 
Spanish  song,  or  chatter  in  the  language  of  her 
•  childhood  with  her  cousin  Miguel  when  he 
came  down  from  London  to  see  them. 

To  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  to  him  had 
indeed  been  with  Frank  and  Lola  a  first  care. 
The  sudden  loss  of  the  fortune  they  had  so 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly  inherited  had  fallen 
with  cruel  but  not  undeserved  severity  upon  the 
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family  of  Penaflors ;  happily  for  them  Don 
Mariano's  granddaughter  was  no  mercenary  Shy- 
lock,  requiring  from  them  strict  account  to  the 
uttermost  farthing  of  all  of  hers  they  had  spent. 
But  they  returned  to  Agua  Dulce  crushed  and 
dispirited,  having  but  little  heart  to  resume  the 
life  of  toil  from  which  they  thought  to  have 
been  finally  raised.  It  was  now  that  Lola 
magnanimously  heaped  coals  of  fire  upon  them. 
A  sufficient  allowance  made  Dona  Teresa 
superior  to  household  cares  ;  with  a  dowry  of 
a  thousand  pounds  Ramona  found  she  might 
pick  a  husband  from  a  crowd  of  swains  ;  money 
was  forthcoming  to  provide  for  the  defence  of 
Lucas  when  he  was  arraigned  for  conspiring 
against  Marshal  Prim  ;  Alejandro  has  a  private 
income  which  makes  him  the  envied  of  other 
captains  in  his  regiment  of  horse.  Such  debts 
Lola  discharged  without  a  second  thought,  but 
Miguel  deserved  something  more.  For  him 
they  secured  a  share  in  a  substantial  Anglo- 
Spanish  house  doing  a  large  business  with  the 
Canaries  in  cochineal.  If  this  firm  does  not 
rise  to  colossal  wealth  it  will  be  for  no  want  of 
industry  in  the  junior  partner,  Mr  Michael 
Pefiaflor. 
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One  other  friend  in  need  was  the  Tio 
Mochuelo ;  nor  was  he  forgotten.  There  is 
not  a  more  thriving  arriero  now  in  Southern 
Spain,  and  he  owes  his  fortunes  in  no  small 
degree  to  the  ten  handsome  Catalonian  mules 
which  were  presented  to  him  by  his  English 
friends. 

Major  Honeybun,  you  may  be  sure,  is  wel- 
come at  Grimswych  Park  for  as  long  as  he  likes 
to  stay. 

As  for  Captain  and  Mrs  Sproule,  they  still 
prosper  in  their  own  peculiar  fashion.  He 
hopes  for  promotion  soon,  and  will  then  retire 
to  breed  horses  and  race  them.  In  the  wider 
arena  of  the  English  turf  he  will  probably  be 
less  successful  than  we  have  seen  him  abroad. 
His  wife  would  like  to  take  a  small  cottage 
somewhere  near  her  dear  friends  the  Wriot- 
tesleys,  of  whom  she  frequently  speaks  in  terms 
of  unmeasured  affection. 

There  would  be  little  left  for  dear  old  Lady 
Georgina  to  live  for  if  she  could  satisfactorily 
dispose  of  one  vital  question  which  often  agitates 
her  mind  ;  and  this  is  the  particular  form  of  re- 
ligious belief  in  which  Frank  and  Lola's  children 
are  to  be  brought  up.     Lady  Marion  and  Lady 
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Henriettevex  each  others  souls  now  and  again 
with  mutual  recriminations  as  to  the  want  of 
judgment  each  displays  in  petting  and  spoiling 
the  girls  that  bear  their  names.  Sir  Hector  is 
equally  infatuated  about  a  baby  boy  who,  when 
his  father  enters  the  House  and  wins  a  baronetcy, 
is  to  take  the  name  of  Harrowby  and  preserve 
the  memory  of  a  good  old  stock  from  ex- 
tinction. 

Frank  and  Lola  are  of  course  absolutely 
happy.  Now  and  again  he  yearns  to  wander 
abroad  ;  and  Lola  too  would  gladly  revisit  for 
a  time  old  scenes ;  full  of  sad  associations  they 
may  be,  yet  these  are  half  effaced  already  by  a 
crowd  of  new  joys.  Some  day,  when  Spain  is 
more  settled,  and  they  can  find  a  short  relief 
from  home  cares  and  responsibilities,  Mr  and 
Mrs  Wriottesley  talk  of  providing  themselves 
with  a  yacht,  so  that  Lola  may  return  in 
state  to  the  place  of  her  birth. 


THE    END. 
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